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prose  award,  of  $25  will  be  presented  to  the  winner  of  the 
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The  Poetry  Club  is  a  loosely-organized  group  of  people  who 
write  and/or  appreciate  poetry /writing  which  meets  (usually)  every 
two  weeks  on  Wednesdays  at  7  p.m.  on  the  concourse  (most  of  the 
time)  out bide  the  English  Department.  Members  over  the  past  six 
years  have  included  JJC  alums,  current  students,  and  people  not 
affiliated  with  JJC.  The  Poetry  Club  is  not  a  club  connected  with 
JJC,  collects  no  dues,  has  no  need  for  fund-raising,  has  no  formal 
rules.  Poets/writers  read  one  or  two  of  their  works  (usually  the 
prose  pieces  are  shorter  works  because  of  time  restrictions — the 
campus  police  begin  locking  up  around  10:30  p.m.)  After  each  read- 
ing, the  group  discusses  the  individual  work.  The  group  is  neither 
a  self-congratulatory  one,  nor  is  it  hyper-critical  (usually).  The 
Poetry  Club  does  not  advertise,  since  it  has  no  funds,  so  it  relies 
on  word-of-mouth  for  new  members.  Anyone  interested  in  further  de- 
tails may  call  John  Stobart  at  extension  36l,  or  stop  by  his  office 
(C-IO69),  or  call  Judy  Belfield  at  extension  313,  or  stop  by  her 
office  (G-1009). 
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CONTEST 


Ordinarily,  WOEDEATER  awards  $2$   for  fiction, 
%2$  for  poetry,  and  $10  each  for  front  and  back 
cover  art.  Those  awards  hold  for  WOEDEATER  57, 
the  next  issue  $   however,  the  fiction  award  money 
($2^)  will  be  offered  as  a  prize  for  the  best 
conclusion  to  the  story,  "Sissy,"  which  starts 
below.  John  Stobart,  who  is  the  author  0f 
"Sissy,"  will  judge  this  contest.  All  entries 
should  be  submitted  to  bim  in  Room  C-IO69  no 
later  than  Friday,  October  3,  1986. 


SISSY 


Indian  summer  had  spoiled  us.  We 
had  grown  used  to  playing  late  after 
supper.  That  Saturday   .night  would 
probably  be  the  last.  It  was  getting 
dark  too  early.  I  rushed  to  the  door 
carrying  a  slab  of  pumpkin  pie,  but 
Kom  collared  ae   and  told  me  to  stay 
on  che  block. 

A  0ame  of  war  had  already  started 
in  the  alley.  I  was  tempted  to  stop 
but  sneaked  past  the  kids,  then  start- 
ed running  toward  the  sun.  I  had  pro- 
,mised  and  was  afraid  not  to  show. 

After  a  block  I  slowed  to  a  jog, 
imagining  myself  the  champ  doing  road- 
work  for  a  big  fight,  snorting  rhythmi- 
cally. The  sun  was  setting  too  fast, 
though,  so  I  speeded  up,  feeling  the 
cold. 

Breathing  puff s  of  fog,  I  stopped 
across  the  street  from  the  warehouse, 
five  long  blocks  from  home.  The  old 
building  was  in  shadow  except  for  the 
west  side.  It's  old-fashioned  front 
seemed  different  in  the  sunset,  the 
crumbly  mortar  and  fading  white  brick 
weren't  so  obvious.  Those  guys  had 
better  be  in  there! 

I   decided  to  check  my  repairs 
on  the  circus  poster  tacked  to  the 
boarded-up  window  on  the  west  side. 
I  had  patched  up  the  tiger  section  on 
the  poster  that  afternoon  with 
Bazooka.  The  bullwhip  dangling  from 
the  trainer's  hand  reminded  me  of  the 
King  Snake  Sonny  had  killed  the  day 
wa  started  work  on  the   pyramid.  Son- 
ny had  threatened  us  with  that  snake 
while  we  built  the  pyramid  that  day, 
flicking  it  lazily  on  the  bales  as 
we  lifted,  yelling,  "HEAVE,  slaves, 
HEAVE!"  It  didn't  take  the  rats 
long  to  find  that  that  King  Snake 
wasn't  around  anymore.  Now  they 
had  the  run  of  the  place.  Sonny's  a 
dummy.  A  big,  tough  dummy. 

I  circled  around  back  to  the 
truck  entrance  on  the  east,  stick- 
ing close  to  the  foundation  so's 
nobody  would  see  me.  The  foundation 
was  damp  and  chalky.   I  made  my  voice 


as  gruff  as  I  could  with  the  pass- 
word, "Open  Sesame.  A  man  waits.* 

NOTHING.  - 

I  turned  to  leave,  but  thought 
again.  They're  testing  me!  Sonny 
and  Johnny  live  much  closer  to  the 
warehouse  than  I  do.  We  all  left 
for  supper  at  the  same  time.  They 
should  be  in  there.  But  would 
they  stay  in  the  dark?  y" 

I    swiveled  my   white 
baseball  cap  around  like  a  catcher 
to  be  able  to    squeeze  through  the 

jimmied  garage  door.  Hugging  the 
doorframe,  I  wedged  my  right  leg 
into  the  dark  then  wriggled  half- 
way through,  shoving  back  the  heavy 
door  a  bit  with  my  rump  and  run- 
ning my  right  hand  up  and  down  the 
moist  brick  wall  in  search  of  th? 
light  switch.  The  wall  was  much 
more  damp  inside  than  out.  I'd 
never  noticed  that  before.  The 
sour  popcorn  smell  of  straw  was 
stronger  too.  As  the  switch  click- 
ed, I  heard  the  scratch  of  a  rat 
scurrying    for  cover  across  the 
old  plank  floor. 

I  tried  to  look  casual  as  I 
Stomped  across  the  room.  The  only 
lightbulb  in  the  place  hung  from 
the  ceiling  on  the  other  side  of 
the  pyramid.  Sonny  and  Johnny 
coultf  Tbe  hiding  almost  anyplace. 
"Oh  illustrious  Tut!  Serpents 
and  King  of  the  Nile!  It  is  I, 
your  chief  builder,  come  to  .do 
your  bidding." 

NOTHING. 

Peeling  silly,  I  backed  to- 
ward the  door,  snickering  to  my- 
self. Those  guys  are  just  chicken, 
that's  all.  Sonny  and  Johnny  both, 
the  two  of  them,  were  together, 
and  there  was  more  light  then, 
and  they  .... 

A  crunching  footstep  on  the 
cinders  outside  the  door  cut  off 
my  thought.  Ha!  I'd  fool  them. 
They'd  never  expect  me  to  be  in     "^. 
there  alone.  Maybe  I  ....._  could  x 
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scai'e  them  away  by  making  rat  scratches, 
Ha!  I'd  never  let  Sonny  forget  if  he 
ran. 

I  tip-toed  to  the  mouth  of  the 
third  tunnel  in  the  pyramid,  dropped 
to  all  fours  and  hacked  into  the  en- 
trance, kicking  behind  as  I  went,  un- 
til just  my  head  was  exposed.  The 
bill  of  my  cap  cut  into  my  neck  in 
that  position  so  I    .swiveled  it 
buck  to  the  front,  rapped  the  floor 
with  my  fist,  and  backed  all  the 
way  into  the  funnel.  Damn!  The 
light!  Oh  well,  Sonny  might  think 
it  was  always  on  at  night. 

Just  to  be  safe,  I  banged  the 
bales  of  hay  on  my  right  side,  re- 
assuring myself  that  the  scratching 
I  heard  came  from  deep  in  the  pyramid. 
The  straw  was  seventeen  bales  scuare 
at  the  base — two  bales  for  a  wall,  a 
t"Tnel,  two  more  bales,  another  tun- 
nel, and  so  on.  There  were  five  tun- 
nels on  each  side  making  twenty 
entries  to  a  maze  that  grew  more 
ar\  more  confusing  the  further  in 
you  crawled  or  the  higher  you  climb- 
ed a  The  pyramid  was  nine  levels  high, 
with  new  tunnels  every  other  tier.  It 
wasn't  a  perfect  pyramid  shape,  but 
sort  of  looked  like  one. 

I  got  the  idea   for  the  pyramid 
from  READER'S  DIGEST,  an  article  about 
the  Grimm  Brothers — not  the  ones  who 
wrote  those  fairy  tales.  These  guys 
•W3re  real  lunatics!  They  crammed 
bales  of  newspapers  all  through 
a  six-story  browns  tone  in  New  York, 
making  tunnels  all  over  and  booby- 
trapping  them  to  keep  their  enemies 
out.  One  of  the  brothers  was  killed 
falling  into  his  own  trap,  impaled 
on  stakes  and  smothered  under  bales 
and  bales  of  newspapers. 

I  read  it  to  the  gang.  Sonny 
insisted  we  have  a  trap  too,  but  I 
usually  sneaked  in  and  took  the 
broken  bottles  and  stuff  out  so 
nobody  would  get  hurt  bad.  That's 
where  he  put  the  dead  King,  though, 
like  the  Cobra  in  the  Jungle  Book— 
guarding  the  sacred  treasure. 

Over  a  dozen  guys  had  worked 
all  day  one  Saturday,  mostly  kids 
from  my  class  at  Logan,  fourth-gra- 
ders. We  probably  wouldn't  have 
made  it  so  elaborate,  though,  if 
Sonny      and  his  gang  hadn't 
horned  in  and  made  us  heft  the  bales 
up  to  the  highest  levels.  We  had 
moved  hundreds  of  bales,  making  it 
as  confusing  as  we  could.   There 
were  dead-end  tunnels,  cross- tun- 
nels, and  places  like  stairways 


where  you  could  climb  up  or  dovm 
one  level. 

We  invented  a  game  called, 
"Mummy."  The  one  who  was  Mummy 
had  to  find  someone  in  the  maze  and 
mummy  him  by  grabbing  him  and  count- 
ing to  three.  Then  the  two  would 
search  out  the  others  until  every- 
one was  Mummy.  With  seven  or 
eight  players,  the  game  would  take 
about  an  hour  because  there  were 
so  many  places  to  hide    the 
tunnels  were  long,  dark,  and  rickety. 
After  every  game  we  had  to  stop 
to  fix  the  cave-ins. 

I  hadn't  heard  a    thing  but 
rats.  It  seemed  I'd  been  in  that 
tunnel  long  enough  for  a  football 
team  to  come  in.  I'd  just  decided 
to  crawl  out  when  someone  hissed 
at  me  from  a  short  distance. 

"Fritz!  Fritz!" 

I  didn't  quite  know  the  voice. 

"I  can  hear  you  in  there, 
Fritzie.  Come  on  out  and  play." 

I  edged  back  a  few  feet.  The 
voice  sounded  scratchy  and  old. 
Maybe  there  was  a  watchman. 

"I  saw  you  come  in  here, 
Fritzie.  I  know  I  did.  You 
snuck  in  here  all  by  your  lone- 
some, didn't  you  little  boy?" 

How  did  he  know  my  name?  He 
sounded  scary.  I  moved  further 
back  searching  for  the  first  cross 
tunnel  with  the  toe  of  my  sneaker. 
Maybe  he  wasn't  sure  I  was  still 
there. 

"Why  don't  you  answer,  tiger? 
Cat  got  your  tongue?" 

I  kept  quiet. 

"I've  been  watching  you  play 
in  here  for  a  week,  Fritz.  Don't 
worry.  I  won't  squeal  on  you.  I 
could  have  done  that  a  long  time 
ago.  I  want  to  play  too." 

Finding  the  cross- tunnel,  I 
crawled  forward  through  it  slow- 
ly, feeling  for  the  first  slanted 
bale  to  the  second  tier.  A  loose 
strand  of  baling  wire  scratched 
my  cheek  and  I  gasped,  choking 
the  impulse  to  scream.  Reaching 
the  second  level  made  me  feel  much 
safer.  Nobody  knew  that  maze  bet- 
ter than  me!  I  made  my  voice 
tough. 

"What  do  you  want?" 

"I've  told  you,  child,  over  and 


, 


/ 


over!  I've  come  to  play,  like  at 
school." 

While  he  was  talking,  I  moved 
deepter  into  the  second  level.  I 
could  crawl  up  or  down  to  a  tunnel 

(continued) 
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Sissy,  continued 


in  a  hurry. 

"Are  you  one  of  Sonny's  gang?" 
"It  doesn't  matter,  little  boy. 
I  want  to  play  with  you!  You  pro- 
bably don't  even  know  me.  Of  course, 
everyone  knows  you,  big  man.  That's 
why  I  just  can't  wait  to  play  with 
you." 

"I  don't  know  what  you  mean. 
You  from  Logan?" 

"That's  for  me  to  know  and 
you  to  find  out!  Guess!  You  like 
games,  don't  you?  Don't  you?  Well, 
answer,  damn  you  to  hell!" 

I  thought  he  sounded  closer.  He 
was  tracing  my  voice.  I  spoke  louder 
than  I  had  before,  to  mislead  him, 
then  moved  up  to  the  third  tier. 

"It's  too  late  to  play!  Mom's 
expecting  me  any  minute  now!" 

"Why,  surely  you're  too  big 
for  a  curfew.  Why,  you're  big 
enough  to  do  whatever  you  want.  You 
oan  play  anyway  you  want,  remember? 
Don't  be  a  sissy  now.  You're  a 
big  man.  I'll  even  let  you  tackle 
me  in  the  hay.  I'll  bet  it'll  be 
a  lot  softer  than  the  gravel  on  the 
playground. " 

Then  I  knew.  It  was  Alvey,  the 
weird  new  kid  at  achool — a  tall,  blond 
eighth-grader,  I'd  hardly  ever  heard 
him  talk  before.  I  didn't  even 
know  his  first  name.  He  always  wore 
a  peacoat  with  his  wrists  sticking  out 
and  was  always  standing  at  the  door 
to  school  with  his  sister,  a 
seventh-grader.  They  were  a  strange 
pair.  Anyone  could  tell  they  were 
related.  She,  too,  wore  a  peacoat 
and  was  skinny.  They  were  both  anemic- 
looking.  They  always  stood  around 
together  with  their  hands  stuck  in 
their  pockets. 

One  day  early  in  September  I 
grabbed  him  from,  behind  in  a  game 
of  Drag  'em  Home.  My  buddies  helped 
me  drag  him  across  the  playground  to 
goal,  him  hollering  all  the  way  that 
he  wasn't  playing.  Sonny  and  his  gang 
started  razzing  Alvey  about  us  little 
fourth-graders  getting  the  best 
of  him.  Sissy,  they  chanted.  Sissy! 
Sissy!  Sissy!  He  turned  his  back 
on  them  in  his  snooty  way  and  started 
walking  off.  I  saw  he  was  off-guard, 
so  I  tackled  him  from  the  side — 
spilling  him  hard  then  scampering  out 
of  reach.  I  expected  a  chase. 

He  just  got  up  slowly  and  looked 
at  his  hands,  ignoring  everyone's 
eyes.  Then  he  whirled  around  and 
walked  off. 

After  that  he  was  an  easy  mark. 
That  week  I  must  have  bush-wacked 
him  a  half-dozen  times.  I'd  run  at 


him  from  behind  and  stiff-arm  him 
between  the  shoulder  blades.  In 
the  hallway  one  day  I  dropped 
my  knees  into  the  hinges  of  his 
calves — hard — hanging  onto  his 
shoulders  at  the  same  time. 

NOTHING. 

Well,  if  he  wanted  to  get  even 
now,  it  was  going  to  be  my  game. 
He  could  try  to  catch  me  in  the 
pyramid. 

"Hey  Alvey.  Sissy  Alvey.  Is 
that  you,  Sissy?  If  you  wanna  play, 
you're  gonna  have  to  come  -in  the 
dark  with  me.  This  is  where  I 
play." 

He  was  quiet  for  a  minute.  I 
figured  he  wasn' t  about  to  chase  me 
in  there,  but  when  he  spoke,  I  could 
tell  he  had  come  closer.  "Listen, 
boy-child!  I'd  advise  you  to  come 
out  now  and  take  your  medicine. 
I  do  wild  things  when  I  get  mad! 
Really  I  do." 

"Praid  of  the  dark,  pussycat? 
Come  on  in!  The  rats  are  more  afraid 
of  you  than  you  are  of  them.  They're  -' 
sissies  too."  I  was  beginning  to 
enjoy  myself. 

"You're  the  only  rat  in  there! 
I  think  I'll  just  wait   here  for  you. 
Your  mother  will  be  expecting  you 
soon. " 

"Oh,  no.  No  hurry  at  all. 
She's  playing  Bingo  at  Sodality." 

"You're  lying,  child.  Sodali- 
ty doesn't  start  till  8:30.  Every- 
one knows  that!  You  are  a  dummy, 
aren't  you?" 

I  laughed.  "No!  I'm  a  mummy. 
I'm  a    jnummy  in  the  dark.  And 
you're  too  sissy  to  play!" 

"You  know  what,  bigshot? 
You  love  the  dark  so  much,  I  think    / 
I'll  just  turn  off  the  light  and 
leave  you  with  the  other  rats." 

"Big  wow!  You're  scaring  me  to 
death,  sissy."  He  sounded  like  my 
father.  I  was  half  a  mind  to  fight 
Alvey  and  get  it  over  with.  I 
really  wasn't  scared  now  that 
we  had  talked.  I  couldn't  delay 
much  longer  without  getting  a  strap- 
ping anyway.  Then  he  said  some- 
thing that  did  tingle  my  spine. 

"Have  you  got  a  knife,  Fritz? 
I'll  use  mine  if  I  have  to  go 
in  there  after  you." 

"Oh,  dry  up  and  blow  away! 
How  could  such  a  skinny  sissy  be 
so  full  of  hot  air!  You're  just 
trying  ^°  scare  me,  skinny.  It's 
you  that's  scared.  Skinny  is  a 
.sissy  .  .  .  skinny  is  a  siss  ..." 

He  screamed  like  an  Indian 
and  charged  the  pyramid,  tossing 
the  heavy  bales  around  like  they 

(continued) 
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ver^  orange  crates.  A  tunnel  col- 
lapsed and  he  screamed  again.  Then 
he  was  thrashing  and  kicking  just 
below  me  and  to  my  right,  still  be- 
tween me  and  the  door.  He  was 
.buried  so  long  I  thought  about  help- 
ing him,  but  he  rose  from  the  cave- 
in  like  a  whale  surfacing  from  the 
deep,  wheezing  and  cursing  and  swing- 
ing his  arms      wildly  about.  He 
took  a  deep  breath  then  snarled, 
"You'll  be  sorry,  you  little  brat!" 

He   crawled  down  the  tunnel 
right  below  me,  scraping  his  toes 
behind  him.  He  was  headed  for  the 
middle  of  the  maze,  but  I  was 
/afraid  to  make  a  break  for  the 
x  dcor  as  long  as  he  was  on  the 
\ground.  I  crawled  up  the  tunnel  to 
the  next  stairway.  When  I  stopped, 
-  /everything  was  quiet.  Then  I 
\heard  the  shoes  scuffling. 
\    "Hey,  sissy!  We  can't  play 
down  there.  Come  on  up!" 

He  roared  in  anger,  standing 


V. 


\/ 


straight  up  through  the  lowest 
tier  and  clambering  up  the  bales 
so  violently  he  shook  my  -perch. 


\Then  he  crawled  into  my  tier,  mum- 
bling to  himself  and  breathing 
very  loud.  I  smiled  so  hard  I 
x^ould  feel  a  giggle  leaking  out  as 

/  I  slipped  down  the  stairway  to 
Aground  level.  I  stifled  the 
laughter  churning  in  my  stomach 
and  started  out.  The  tunnel  was 
blocked  by  his  cave-in  but  enough 


/ 


light  was  coming  through  then  for 
me  to  crawl  over  them  ouietly. 
He  was  still    'rooting  around  some- 
where deep  in  the  maze  as  I  backed 
to  the  doorway.  The  laughter  was 
bubbling  out  of  me,  and  I  got  the 
idea  for  the  perfect  exit — I 
flicked  off  the  light! 

And  \:as  grabbed  from  behind! 

I  broke  loose  but  didn't  know 
where  to  run.  I  heard  him  thrash- 
ing around,  yelling  for  light.  When 
it  came  on,  I  found   myself  ex- 
changing stares  with  the  Alvey  girl. 
Her  mouth  seemed  terriblv  small 
and  busy  but  she  said  nothing. 

I  backed  into  a  lighted  corner 
and  took  a  fighting  stance. 

"You  touch  me  again,   girl, 
I'll  give  you  a  fat  lip." 

She  moved  back  to  the  door 
then,  her  brother  arriving  bug-eyed 
and  flushed,  the  tendons  on  his 
neck  throbbing. 

"Look,"  I  said,  trving  to  be  cal^ 
as  he  closed  in  on  me,  "You  two 
big  kids  can't  gang  a  little  guy 
like  me!  It's  not  fair!"  He  had 
a  straw  sticking  out  from  his  hair 
and  his  peacoat.  His  face  was 
covered  with  'a  fine  dust  that  had 
smudged  beneath  his  eyes.  There 
was  blood  on  his  cheek. 

"Look  Alvey,  that  was  a  good 
chase.  Why  don't  you  two  come 
around  tomorrow  and  we  can  build  the  ' 
tunnel  back.  We  nlay  a  game  here 
called  Mummy  ..." 

He  looked  like  he  didn't  hear 
me,  and  he  kept  closing  in.  When 
he  got  too  close,  I  feinted  with 
my  left  hand,  and 


\ 
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Clara  Yunker 


HAPPY  TIMES  WITH  GRANDMA 


My  grandma  was  a  very  special 
lady.  She  could  tell  a  story  that 
kept  me  spellbound,  imew  a  lot  about 
\  nature,  and  really  enjoyed  having  fun. 
^"Grandma,  gramdpa,  mom,  and  I  lived  in 
a  large  wood-framed  farm  house  nestled 
the  Blue  Ridge  Mountains  of  North  Caro- 
lina. The  happiest  days  of  my  child- 
hood were  spent  there. 

Gramdma  was  very  petite,  standing 
only  four  feet,  ten  inches  and 
weighing  approximately  eighty-five 
pounds.     Her  hair  was  silver  gray 
and  pulled  back  into  a  small  knot 
at  the  back  of  her  head.  Her  eyes 


were  soft  gray  with  small  specks 
of  brown,  and  they  sparkled  when 
she  smiled  in  a  way  that  radiated 
warmth.  Her  style  of  dress  was 
simple,  usually  homemade,   and 
in    her  favorite  dress 

was  a  blue,  checked  gingham  with 
tiny,  blue  buttons  down  the  front. 

Grandma  loved  cats  and  al- 
ways had  several  around  .  Her  fa- 
vorite, a  soft-furred  white  female 
named  Fluffy,  followed  her  every- 
where.  She  had  been  with  grandma 
for  as  long  as  I  could  remember. 
Fluffy  would  curl  up  at  the  foot 

(continued) 
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£-ppy  Times  With  Grandma,  continued 


°x  grandma's  ^ed  an<^  purr  contentedly. 

In  the  spring  when  the  sun  shone 
warm,  I  would  help  Grandma  plant  the 
garden.  She  would  patiently  explain 
the  different  seeds  and  the  best 
times  to  plant.  She  was  an  avid 
reader  of  the  almanac  and  used  it 
as  a  planting  guide. 

One  warm  spring  day  on  our  way 
to  the  garden,  Grandma  touched  my 
?rm  and  pointed  to  a  robin's  nest 
on  a  low  branch  of  a  tree.  Inside 
were  three  speckled,  blue-green 
eggs.  We  checked  the  nest  every 
day.   Then  one  day  while  we  wat- 
ched quietly,  the  mother  robin 
-fed  her  babies. 

Summer  was  my  favorite  time 
because  grandma  and  I  would  go 
for  long  walks.  Strolling  along 
slowly  she  would  teach  me  the 
names  of  the  wild  flowers  that 
-grew  in  the  woods  near  our  house. 
Sometimes  we  would  go  berry  picking: 
strawberry,  huckleberry,  or  black- 
berry. Huckleberry  picking  was  our 
iav"orite  because  the  berries  grew 
or.  low  bushes  without  briers. 

Too  soon  the  days  turned  cool 
and  crisp,  and  it  was  time  to  go 
back  to  school.  In  the  afternoon^ 
Grandma  greeted  me  at  the  door  with 
a  treat,  and  then  we  talked  about 
the  day's  events. 

One  day  in  November,  Grandma 
was  waiting  for  me  with  a  birthday 
surprise.   It  was  a  special  book, 
The  Stories  of  Jesus,  and  she  read 
t7.em  to  me  over  and  over  again.   In 
the  center  of  the  book  was  a  sec- 
tion of  hymns.  Grandma  taught  me 
the  musical  notes  and  how  to  sing 
the  songs.  The  song,  "Ninety  and 
Nine,"  was  our  favorite. 

On  long,  cold  winter  evenings, 
I  would  curl  up  on  Grandma's  bed, 
and  she  would  tell  me  stories   of 
when  she  was  young.  She  told  about 
riding  a  horse  side-saddle  to  school 
and  sitting  on  crude  benches  without 
bocks.  Her  toys  were  all  handmade. 
She  made  me  a  cornhusk  doll  and  a 
game  from  cardboard  and  buttons. 
XPhe  game,  called  "Fox  and  Geese," 
is  similar  to  checkers.  It  consists 
of  a  piece  of  cardboard  fourteen 
/inches  by  fourteen  inches  marked 
/in  one-inch  squares,  twelve  geese 
(white  buttons)  and  one  fox  (red 
button).   The  geese  on  one  side  can 
move  in  only  one  direction;  the  fox 


on  the  other  side  can  move  in  both 
directions.  The  object  is  for  the 
fox  to  jump  all  geese  or  for  the 
geese  to  hem  the  fox  so  he  can't 
move. 

Christmas  was  always  a  happy 
time  at  our  house.,  with  everyone 
busy  with  secrets  and  baking. 
My  grandpa  would  go  on  the  moun- 
tain and  cut  just  the  right  tree. 
The  tree  was  then  strung  with 
electric  lights.  Grandma  showed  me- 
how  to  string  popcorn  and  cran- 
berries. These  we  carefully  placed 
around  the  tree  along  with  other 
homemade  ornaments. 

On  one  Christmas  in  particular, 
the  excitement  about  Santa  coming 
was  so  intense  that  I  couldn't 
sleep  and  woke  Grandma  often  to 
ask  her  if  he  had  come.  Finally, 
morning  came  and  Santa  had  brought 
me  the  doll  and  stroller  I  wanted. 

The  spring  after  my  ninth 
birthday,  Grandma  developed  a 
respiratory  infection-   She  was 
in  the  hospital  for  weeks  without 
improvement.  Finally,  the  doctor 
sent  her  home  to  my  mom's  care. 
The  days  dragged  by.  We  tried  to- 
make  Grandma  as  comfortable  as  pos- 
sible, but  she  grew  progressively 
worse. 

On  April  12,  195&,  death  came 
quietly  to  Grandma  but  left  me 
shattered.  The  principles  she 
taught  me  pulled  me    through  the 
months  that  followed.  I  grieved 
inwardly  which  gave  the  impression 
to  others  that  I  had  accepted  her 
death,  but  it  took  me  a  long  time 
to  cope  effectively  without  her. 

Through  my  experiences  with 
Grandma,  I  learned  to  love  and 
appreciate  the  simple  things  in 
life:  picking  wild  flowers  on  a 
warm  spring  day,  watching  the  vege- 
table garden  grow  throughout  the 
summer,  the  feel  of  autumn  in  the 
air,  and  the  joy  of  sharing  these 
simple  pleasures  with  others. 
Through  her  love  and  kindness,  she 
instilled  in  me  values  that  have 
helped  sustain  me  throughout  ray 
life. 

******** 
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Judy  Belfield 


Pat  Mulder 


ODD  ONE  OUT 


\ 


You 


crawl 

in  lo  a  safety  place . 

vhich  sounds  so  much  like 

old  parchment  lullabyes 
Ndredged  from  hearthside  yesterdays 

iich  with  notes  from  Brahms. 

You,  smug  and  snuggly  in  a  name 

plopped  against  a  fatsoft 

plumpy  cottonvoiced 

granny-nanny 

you  never  knew  life  without — 

I  hate  you  for  her. 

I  try  to  live  in  this  name — 

as  ill-fitting 

f&   Cinderella's  shoe 

on  the  ugly  sister 

?^id  can  you  hear  the  tears 

overflow  the  pinch  of  toes? 

x  should  try  to  nestle 

in  your  name — 

^es  it  feel  like 

second  skin 

w'ien  it's  right? 

Dots  it  feel  like 
/like  "breathing, 
/  so  close  to  self 

Dt's  impossible  to 

separate  the  name  from  the  me, 
\when  it's  right? 

Tell  me,  say,  say  how  it  is 

to  belong  to  a  name 

chat's  right 

that's  real 
^  better  yet 

keep  the  secret 

and  spare  me  knowing 

what  I  missed. 

******** 


/ 


Pat  Mulder 


CONJUGATED  TANGO 


Here,  in  this  crumpled-heart  world, 

vhere  lifes  fade  without  notice 

and  pain  is  always  past-perfect, 

present,  and  to  be  expected  as  future-tense, 

'here  is  no  relief,  but  death  is  superb. 

Here,  like  robot  mice  that  rotate 

and  whirl  without  reason  or  result, 

we  take  our  little  pleasures  as  they  come, 

and  appreciate  each  moment, 

'"ore,  perhaps,  because  it  can  not  last. 

ot ill,  crumpled  hearts  do  endure, 
sounding  an  off-beat  rumpled  tango, 


AT  NINE 

My  grandmother 

lay  dying 

in  my  mother's  bed. 

I  picked  violets 

in  the  churchyard, 

offered  them  to  her 

in  a  tiny  yellow  vase 

from  Kresge's. 

She  placed  the  flowers 

beside  the  prayer  book 

on  her  table 

and  smiled. 

Love  given 

and  love  returned. 

Soft  violets  in  a  sad  spring. 

******** 

Judy  Belfield 


SURE  THING 

We  are  all  dead 

in  the  same  moment 

you  and  I  in  this  linear  madness 

floating  through  a  reality 

concocted  of  serious  lies 

and  noble  slanders — 

from  the  lips  of  the  sober 

we  learn  the  illusion 

of  contented  existence, 

a  cruel  joke 

prolonged  by  great  cowardice 

and  snapped  in  our  faces 

like  a  switch  from  a  tree 

stinging  repeatedly. 

We  move  from  this  moment 

to  another 

only  by  accident 

pretend  to  be  alive 

only  because  we  prefer 

psychosis  to  shadow. 


******** 


click-click-clicking  our  brief 

time 
in  this  mechanical-mouse 

masquerade, 
wind-up  toys  caught  in  a 

dance  with  death. 


******** 
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Judy  Belfield 


Ted  Thompson 


REFRAIN 

Father's  name 

sings  like  the  edge 

of  a  blade 

d-rawn  the  length 

of  my  finger — ■ 

a  single  note 

? j  extreme  octave 

beyond  the  range 

of  most  ears. 

I  am  a  wild  dog 
N  on  full-moon  nights 

^prickled  over 

•with  the  sound 

of  scraping  spine — 

too  exquisite  to  bear, 

I  think, 

this  father,  father,  father: 
xsharp  intensification 

broken  just  at  the  point 

o^  breaking, 

but  the  moon  will  shatter 

before  I'm  allowed  to  sleep, 


/ 


******** 


Nancy  Lockhart 


/  HIT  SONG 

I  am  a  black  warrior, 

Thunder  rolls  inside  my  head  and 
\ Surges  undiluted  through  my  veins. 

1/  am  energy  incarnate. 

Ii*  vengeance  I  ride 

Lofty  as  the  wind, 

Omnipotent  as  the  Egyptian  sun. 

The  truest  part  of  me  is  rage. 
s There  are  no  other  parts ,  save 

spleen. 
-  Righteously  I  burn. 

1  am  fire,  I  am  sphinx. 

I  detonate. 

FLIP  SIDE 

As  for  me  I'll  take  to  poppy  fields 
Where  I  can  sleep  away  the  years, 
-Dilute  the  truth  in  cherry  wine, 
Believe  in  Hallmark  valentines. 
I'll  pile  all  the  pebble  days 
To  skitter  'cross  the  shallow  bays 
The  penny  nights  for  wishing  stars 
I'll  spend  them  at  the  magic  bars 
That  keep  me  in  my  cups. 
Of  tea  and  sorcery, 
Remember  me — 
The  China  girl 
Who  had  to  take  a  powder. 

******** 


BIRD  SONG 
(Tweedle  Dee  Dee) 

Shelley  had  his  skylark, 
Keats  his  nightingale, 
Groovy  little  birdies- 
Songsters  without  fail. 

Poe's  enduring  raven, 
Stevens'  blackbird  pal, 
Crafty  avian  usage — 
How  symbolical! 

Hopkins  had  his  kestrel, 
Bryant — duck  or  goose, 
Both  proved  God's  full  mastery — 
Albeit  a  bit  obtuse. 

Wordsworth's  limey  linnet, 
Yeats'  swans  at  Coole — ■ 
Two  more  birdbrainod  dunces 
At  the  Birdland  school. 

I  ain't  so  ecstatic, 
Lyrics  I  can't  gush 
O'er  some  psycho  singer 
Like  Hardy's  droopy  thrush. 

No,  I  can't  wax  poetic 
In  odes  that  give  a  hoot, 
Since  some  blastedbirdr's 
Polluted  my  new  suit. 

******** 

Judy  Belfield 

FACING  THE  MUSIC 

Arriving  and  arriving 

in  singles,  pairs, 

sometimes  a  group  of  three  or  more 

the  party  goes  on 

and  on  .  .  . 

Music  drizzles  over 

the  cold  black  sky 

like  hot  fudge  over  ice  cream 

and  melts  flecks  of  starlight 

in  its  way 

The  guests,  also, 

arriving  and  arriving, 

feel  themselves  dissolve 

like  witches  in  Oz 

only  bit  by  bit 

as  the  music  sprinkles 

here  and  there 

drop  by  drop. 

The  party  goes  on 

and  on 

people  keep  arriving 

nobody  leaves 

Eventually 

all  disappear. 


******** 
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Judy  Belfield 


SPRUNG  RHYTHM 

Like  the  "base  note 

of  a  costyly  perfume 

the  suggestion  of  ice 

underlies  the  taste  of  today's  air — 

a  subtle  flavoring 

that  triggers  popcorn  memories 

varm  against  the  crispness 

of  football-stadium  skies; 

recalling  plaid  wool  skirts 

heavy  knee  socks 

or,.d  ankle  bracelets 

made  of  October  frosts. 

I  am  at  home 

vith  cinnamon  sticks 

in  heated  punch; 

find  safety  here  .  .  . 


and  then 
the  winter 


comes. 


******** 


John 


Stobart 


HOLLYWOOD  STILL  198 5 

Cheetah  lives  I 

"Abba  dabba  dabba," 

In  chimpey  talk 

Means,  "Monk,  I  love  you  too!" 

Laid  way  back 

T*"  boob-toob  recliner-land, 

Snuff in  Budweissr  Lights 

Axid  puffin  Kools. 

He  misses  the  Janes  a  lot 

-A~>d  Boy  morr  than  a  little 

But  Weissmuller's  long  forgotten 

Apd  Garbo  smiles. 

******** 
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Shelbia  Chandler 


LEAVE  ME  MY  DREAMS 

Leava  me  my  dreams,  my  hopeful  songs 
Grant  me  new  horizons,  seeming  wrongs 
Fear  not  that  I  explore,  heedless  and 

free 
Deaf  to  your  advice,  blind  to  your 

reality 
Allow  me  my  faith,  my  starry-eyed  ideals 
Don't  trample  them.  They  need  not  meet  the  test 
Of  reason  yet,  for  only  time  reveals 
The  waste  or  worth  of  any  test. 
Don't  weep  for  me.  I  may  be  right.  Who  knows? 
Worlds  may  change  in  my  strong  hands. 
A  burning  zeal  within  me  grows 
2z   patient  as  I  seek  my  promised  lands. 
I  may  grow  sad  with  failure,  but  I  will  be  wise 
As  I  discover  the  kindness  and  truth 
Which  on  the  far  horizon  lies 
v~ep  not  for  me  and  my  bitter  youth 


John  Stobart 


ON  DREAMS 

This  line  would  not  exist, 
I  suspect, 
Were  I  well. 

Do  you  read  poems 
When  you  are  content? 
Does  the  content 
implied  by  the  title 
attract  you? 

Are  you  Freudian 
And  hoping  for  a  cheap  shrink? 
Might  you  be  shopping  for  an  ideal? 
Or  a  self -proclaimed  realist 
(Read  cynic)  hoping  to  encounter 
The  silly  fantasies  of  some  fanatic? 
Might  there  be  something  definitive 
here,  aiding  you  in  your  attempt 
to  appear  suave  on  a  topic  that 
you  just  might  bring  up  at  your 
next  party? 

Dreams  are  always  in  vogue,  of  course, 

And  you  are  still  reading  this  line, 

After  all  that  contempt  and  loathing 

So  you  must  really  care, 

need  a  dose  of  old-fashioned  anger 

to  neutralize  your  masochism. 

If  then,  somehow  you  are  in  search 

Of  dreams ,  as  I  must  be  or  I 

wouldn't  have  written  this  line, 

We  aren't  alone  because  I  am  a 

Man  without  a  dream,  a  man  who's 

never  had  a  dream. 

Should  I  then,  remain  faceless, 
low  profile,  silent? 
Should  I  just  cope  or  not 
with  whatever  fate  dishes  up? 
Or,  as  you  may  be  thinking, 
so  I  think  I'll  shift  to  we. 
Should  we  follow  the  popular 
wisdom:  fish  or  cut  bait,  .  .  .or 
get  off  the  pot,  or  force  the  issue? 
Well,  let  us  try,  then,  you  and  I 
Like  some  post-Atomic  Prufrocks 
To  sing  our  love,  hovever 
terrible  the  parable,  no  matter 
the  rhyme,  crime,  or  reason. 


******** 
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John  Stobart 


WERE  I  TO  DIE  TONIGHT 

Were  I  to  die  tonight, 

I ' &  leave  behind 

No  vision, 

Not  even  a  glimpse 
xNo  hope 

T7ot  even  a  wild-eyed  scheme 

"For  Utopian  sky-pie, 

For  myself,  my  children,  my  friends, 
""the  world. 

Indeed,  tonight  I  identify 

With  a  cobweb, 

*.  grimy  one  clinging  to  ancient 

Seating  ducts 
"X.Wired  to  a  floor  joist 

In  a  house 
/Condemned 
//\By  imminent  domain. 

Am  I  alone,  then, 

Or  rare, 

Because  I  cling? 

Should  I  make  up  a  face 

Create  a  profile 
Pursue  illumination 

To  cast  my  silhouette 
x  ^n  the  -white-washed  foundation 
X!rurabling  in  every  direction? 

ies 

Somehow  yes 
Inexplicably  maybe 
Futile  probably 
But  yes,  yes,  yes 
A  skein  of  tickle 
N\v'ibrates  my  fibre, 
A  magniloquent  breath 
Lushes  through  my  cells 
Prompting  me  to  pursue 
A  serendipity  serenade. 
Maybe  this  minor  metamorphosis 
springs  from  my  major  mistaken 
Identities 


II 


But  cuddled  and  caught 
In  my  soft  if  grimy 
Gently  swaying 
Web  of  life. 


##***#** 


Judy  Belfield 


FULFILLING  PROPHECIES 

We  drift  toward  each  other 

floating  feather soft 

the  cloud  of  you 

dissolving  under 

my  finger  pointed 

accusing  your  heart 

thumping  unashamed 

some  strange  melody 

with  foreign-language  words 

and  my  paranoia 

insecurity  trembles 

cowers  like  a  dog 

surrenders  its  throat — 

bite  through 

I  can  take  it 

I  have  died  hundreds  of  times; 

the  pain,  nothing  new 

nothing  at  all 

compared  to  walking  away 

without  goodbye 

so  long  ago 

when  I  learned  that  smiles 

were  made  of  paper 

so  easily  torn 

in  half. 

John  Stobart 


I  would  be  loved,  then, 

On  my  own  terms 

At  a  proper  distance 

With  decent  intervals 

For  recovery 

And  suspense 

And  tension — 

Somehow  relieved  from  strain, 

Pleasure  produced  without  reference  to 

pain. 
And  I  would  love, 
With  prodigious  uniqueness 
^nd  charms 
And  humor 

That  disarms  and  swarms 
And  teases  tantrums  into 
Lexicon t  of  lust 
And  gentility, 
The  dove  not-crunched  or  cradled 


I  SIT  HERE  ASLEEP 

Sleeping  vertically 

Dreams  crease  the  face 

In  scalp  to  chin 

Wrinkles, 

Bisecting 

One  eyelid 

And  intersecting 

Lips 

At  a  corner 

Connecting  All-s ooing  eye 

To  sneering  mouth 

And  small  soul, 

Where  circus  girls  disappear 

In  a  blink, 

"Like  spit  on  a  griddle" 

And  mouths  are  made  one-size- 
fits-all 

So  as  to  better 

Kiss  them  asses. 
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Judy  Belfield 


Jim  Sherbrooke 


INDIGENT 


THE  WAKE 


My  "bones  know 

earthen  floors 

and  secrets  whispered 

inside  ragged  blankets 

through  endless  cold  nights. 

I  have  slept  fitfully;r 
\  next  to  an  arctic  wind 

waking  with  each  new  snore 

while  moonlight  drizzled  icily 

en  blue  snow  ■ 

inches  from  my  toes. 
-Mf   eyes  know 

the  neglect  of  warmth 

the  theft  of  tenderness 

from  an  ancient  mother's  touch 
^and  for  an  eternity 

I've  been  waiting. 

******** 

Shelbia  Chandler 


MISSISSIPPI  MIDNIGHT 


Ev 


\   But 
xThr 


eryone  is  sleeping 
"Tie  night  is  nearly  still 
Even  the  wind  is  a  mere  whisper 
But  sleep  hums  audibly 
ough  the  moonlit  night 


The  north  star  shines 

like  a  flaming  wick 
-  And  I  watch 

As  another  breaks  and  make 

And  arch  through  the  sky 
x There  is  a  sense  of  God 

striking  a  kitchen  match 

Across  the  heavenly  ceiling. 

******** 

Judy  Belfield 

SEPULCHRE 

Desert-dust  dry 

sundown  cool 

safe  purple  shadows 

our  bodies  whisper 

the  poems  of  reptiles  at  dusk: 

-evening  prayers  chanted 

to  a  lavendar  god 

spread  like  watercolor  on  soft  paper 

under  a  banjo-stringed  sky 

A  giant  hand 

black  and  cupped 

descends 

flattening  silhouettes 

into  a  vast  India-ink  slickness 

I  feel  my  voice  in  eternity 

a  too- small  echo 

of  itself 


Motionless  they  stood 

One  behind  another 

Rigid,  never  glancing  about 

Eyeballs  fixed,  marble  faced 

An  early  morning  drill 
From  the/entire  fleet 
They  came  to  us 
To  attend  a  wake 

Spit  shined,  combat  boots 
Starched,  camouflaged  fatigues 
Were  it  not  for  their  weapons 
You'd  think  they  were  churchbound 

Of  course,  we  snickered  and  gawked 

Even  shot  them  the  "bird" 

What  the  Hell! 

We  were  sailors — they  marines 

Suddenly  the  "Rap,  Rap,  Rap  ..." 

of  unmuffled  engines 

The  high  pitched  shrill  of  twirling 

blades 
Locust  like ,  they  came  at  us 
Landing  on  our  flight  deck 

Helicopters  everywhere 

Riddled  and  torn  by  shellfire  and 

bullets 
Covered  with  grass,'  mud 
And  even  blood. 

Door gunners  stepped  aside 
Marines  climbed  aboard  - 
Now  they  looked  about 
All  young,  all  afraid 

Often  in  nightmares 
I  shiver  with  fright 
I'm  next  in  line 
I,  too,  am  cannon  fodder 

Hours  passed 
Then  days 
We  waited 
None  returned. 

They  had  gone  to  Hue 
Turned  the  tide 
Made  the  diffeeence 
The  battle  was  won 

Their  dues  were  paid  that  day 
Those  not  killed  were  crippled, 

maimed 
Or  to  a  man,  never  the  same 
"Semper  Fi" 

******** 
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******** 


Nancy  Lockhart 


Shelbia  Chandler 


NOTATIONS  AT  A 
CHICAGO  CANCER  CLINIC 

You  might  mistake  them 

For  ordinary  travelers — 

Bus  depot  sodden 

Rumpled,  "bundled  up, 

Burdened  down. 

Ladies  who  smell  of  powder 

A  young  one  among  them 

Far  too  thin 
N  Hung  down  men  who  seem 

Only  to  study  the  floor. 

And  those  who  cope  by 

Smiling  and  joking. 

And  there  sitting  on  one  foot 

Aa  Ellis  Island  woman 

/Wearing  a  long  loose  housedress 
/wrfch  slacks  underneath. 

Yellow-white  braids  extend 

Beyond  her  babushka 
"~To  the  shoulders. 
/S>3  moistens  the  tip  of 

Her  braids  to  keep  the  hair  from 
unraveling . 

Are  they  all  just  like  her, 

These  stricken  sojourners, 

Trying,  too,  to  keep  from  unraveling 

People  with  bus  depot  faces, 

Women ,  men,  held  together 

By  coatbuttons 

And  an  assortment  of 

Molecular  luggage 

•Holding  the  wobbly  handles 

Of  hope. 

Separated  in  silent  lines 

Of  thought . 

Some  stare  at  a  too-loud  TV 

A  laugh  now  and  then 

Too  obvious. 

But  then  these  waiting 

Guests  are  tolerant 

Of  the  looks,  the  sounds, 

The  old  ones  who  snooze 

Tolerant  of  all — 

But  the  unraveling. 

******** 


I  KNOW  HOW  THE  PRISONER  FEELS 

I  know  how  the  prisoner  feels 

When  he's  locked  up  in  the  pen 

I  feel  the  longing  in  his  soul 

To  be  outside  again. 

I  see  the  sag  of  his  shoulders 

As  he  sits  there  reminiscing 

And  sense  the  gnawing  in  his  brain 

When  he  thinks  of  what  he's  missing 

I  too  am  a  prisoner 
Though  no  numbers  mar  my  chest 
But  I'm  walking  the  last  mile 
As  I  prepare  for  my  final  test 
I'm  just  an  average  student 
With  a  teacher  for  a  guard 
His  deadly  ammunition 
Is  a  letter  on  a  card. 

I  understand  the  prisoner 
As  I  sit  and  I  chew  my  pen 
And  struggle  with  my  yearning 
To  be  outside  again. 

******** 

Nancy  Lockhart 


HATTIE'S  DEATH 

The  turnstone  calls  farewell  to 

August's  eve. 

A  sudden  cool  pervades 

As  Papa  joins  and  smoothes 

The  boards  of  seasoned  pine 

Whose  scent  from  shavings 

Rises  off  the  hearth. 

With  brown  deliberate  hands 

This  wood  he  planes 

In  final  token' 

And  speaks  no  words, 

While  I,  too  pained  to  weep, 

Have  naught  to  do  but 

Spread  a  cloth 

And  wait  for  the  kettle  to  boil. 

******** 

John  Stobart 
DR.  SCHOLLS 
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People  are  sometimes  so  nice 

That  I  implode, 

And  super-saturate  with  chagrin 

At  my  lack  of  grace, 

And  crystallize  to  talcum 

In  my  rush  to  embrace 

Anonymity , 

Which  is  comfortable, 

Like  °1^  shoes 

My  callousness  accepts. 

******** 


Jim  Raskowski 


Jim  Sherbrooke 


JACKI  AND  THE  TRIBE 

Wiping  the  sweat  from  his  fore- 
head, Jacki  squinted  as  he  looked 
upstream  towards  the  mountain.  The 
sun  had  broken  through  the  gray,  . 
cloudy  mist,  washing  the  trees  and 

/river  in  yellow  eeriness.  The  spring 
'  rains  continued  daily  to  pound  the 
mountain  in  vengeance  against  the 
remaining  snows.  He  had  moved  with 
his  people  on  their  yearly  migration 
for  twenty-seven  seasons,  and  had  been 
their  leader  for  the  last  thirteen. 
He  was  old  and  tired  and  sick  and  knew 
chat  he  would  not  be  alive  to  move 
X^down  the  mountain,  but  he  was  alive 
■  w  and  would  lead  them  up. 

The  seasons  had  granted  the 
i-'ibe  another  year  of  life,  but  in 

/granting  life,  asked  other  hardships 
of  them  as  well:  the  floods  came 
quickly,  forcing  the  tribe  to  seek 
higher  land  and  build  new  shelters 
where  the  river  ran  faster,  and  the 
rain  did  not  form  marshes  in  the  for- 
est. 

He  leaned  hard  on  his  cane  as 
yhe  painfully  made  small  steps  to  the 
edge  of  the  riverbank,  which  hung  low 
off  of  the  rising  water.  His  black 
hair,  pulled  back  into  a  long  braid, 
moved  slightly  in  the  cool  breeze. 
"Not  long,"  he  thought,  "one  mor- 
ning's walk  tomorrow  shall  see  us 
there."  And  his  knees  and  ankles 
were  like  fire  after  today's  tra- 
vel. 


v  cm 
Nanc 


The  sound  of  bare  feet  running 
onrough  wet  grass  came  up  behind  him, 
id  slowly  turning,  he  saw  his  boy. 

"Be  careful,  Toni,  the  grass  is 
s^ippiry  along  the  bank!" 

His  son  ran  up  to  him,  his  long 
slack  hair  matted  against  his  head  and 
/  Xd.nned  shoulders,  flopping   down  over 
his  eyes  in  sweaty  strands  as  he 
stopped  running. 

"Father,  what  are  you  doing 
-/at  here  by  yourself?  I  didn't  see 
you  leave  camp." 

Jacki 5s  hand  moved  across  Toni's 
forehead,  pushing  the  wet  hair 
from  his  son's  yees. 

"I  watch  the  mountains,  Toni. 
n^e   how  proud  they  stand?  They 
are  proud  because  they  live  forever. 
We  are  also  proud  people,  but  we 
cannot  live  forever.  The  great 
mountain    rose  before  us,  and 
shall  be  standing  here.. after  we 


JUDITH  AM 

You  are  so  pretty,  so  shy,  so  gentle 
Everything  that  innocence  should  be 
Outwardly,  you  wish  the  world  to 

think  you  tough 
Inwardly,  you  see,  you  feel,  you 

care 

You  stand  alone,  apart  from  others 
Nof  for  reason  of  inferiority 
But  for  your  individuality 
You  are  all  that  so  many  can  not  be 

At  times  you  feel  alone,  and  so 

you  are 
There  are  few  who  are  so  sensitive 
There  are  even  less  that  can  com- 
prehend 
Fewer  still  are  capable  of  your 

reason 

It  is  your  intellect,  not  your 

beauty 
That  sets  you  apart  from  the  same- - 

ness  of  others 
Be  true  to  yourself   Believe  in 

yourself 
For  your  destiny  is  far  beyond 
your  dreams 

are  gone  forever.  Do  you  under- 
stand this?" 

Toni  looked  down  at  the  grass, 
hair  creeping  back  down  onto  his 
eyes.  He  had  heard  this  kind  of 
talk  when  his  mother  died   two 
seasons  ago. 

"The  signs  are  here,"  Jacki 
said,  holding  his  left  arm  out  to- 
wards Toni.  Red  patches  marked  the 
skin  of  his  hand  and  arm.  Jacki 
slowly  sat  down,  his  eyes  shut 
and  knuckles  white  as  they  gripped 
the  cane. 

He  sighed  and  shook  his  head. 
"Even  walking  has  become  very  pain- 
ful for  me.   I  am  no  longer  fit 
to  lead  the  tribe,  Toni.  You  will 
become  our  chief  when  we  reach  the 
highland." 

Toni  began  to  speak,  but  his 
father  lifted  his  arm  to  silence 
him.   "Are  you  prepared  to  accept 
what  shall  be  your  duty  until  you 
die?" 

Toni  looked  down  into  his  fa- 
ther's sunken  eyes,  into  the  red- 
streaked  whites,  into  the  dark 
brown  centers.  His  face,  once 
like  chiseled  stone,  now  barely 
clung  to  his  cheekbones.  His  lips 

(continued) 
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Jacki  and  the  Tribe,  continued 


X 


were  cracked  and  red;  pink  Sp0ts  that 
he  hadn't  noticed  yesterday  lay  un- 
der his  ears. 

"I  will  accept  my  duties,  father," 
Toni  said,  and  he  knew  he  also  had 
accepted  a  harder  life  than  the 
others,  with  no  reward,  and  with 
a  life  no  longer  than  his  fellow 
tribesmen. 

"I  have  something  to  give  you 
now,  Toni,  while  we  are  alone.  The 
others  shall  perform  the  ceremony 
/£fc  sunset  tomorrow. " 

Toni  said  nothing  for  he  knew 
what  his  father  would  soon  give  him. 
lie  looked  at  the  trees  rising  up  to- 
wards the  mountain — a  blend  of 
/green  and  yellow  and  black.  The 
\ young  green  trees,  many  no  taller 
tLan  a  man;  the  large  black  ones, 
burned  and  charred  by  a  great  fire, 
ipng  before  his  grandfather  was  born. 

Jacki  lifted  a  strap  from  his 
neck  and  slipped  it  over  his  head. 
.  On  the  end  of  the  strap  hung  the 
tribal  icon. 

"This  has  been  in  the  tribe 
for  five  generations  of  chiefs,  and 
now  that  you  will  become  the  sixth, 
I  give  it  to  you.  Do  you  under- 
stand the  meaning  of  the  icon?" 

"Yes,  father.  The  chief  holds 
thfc  icon,  which  represents  all  people 
in  our  tribe.  The  tribe  must  sur- 
vive over  all  else. 

"Good.  And  why  is  the  icon 
passed  down  from  chief  to  chief?" 

Toni  looked  down  at  his  father. 
"I  do  not  know." 

"The  icon  carries  the   spirit  of 
God.   It  is  passed  down,  chief  to 
cxiief ,  to  show  that  God  remains 
with  us  even  during  our  hardships, 
on  our  journey  through  time.  Do  not 
"forget  this.  Without  God  we  shall 
never  again  ba  a  part  of  a  great  na- 
tion. The  icon  protects  us  from 
tiie  Illness.   Every  season  the  old 
ones  live  a  bit  longer,  and  the 
tribe  is  growing  in  numbers." 

Jacki' s  hand  held  out  the  icon, 
v-and  Toni's  hand  moved  to  accept  it. 
Toni  held  it  in  his  hands,  caressing 
ib  with  his  fingers.   He  looked 
at  the  shiny,  flat  round  metal  with 
vhe  image  of  some  long-forgotten 
chief  carved  into  one  side,  and  a 
Great  Bird  carved  into  the  other.  The 
icon  itself  was  imbedded  in  a 
'  '  "".range  transparent  rock. 

"Come,  Toni,  we  must  prepare  for 
the  move." 

Jacki  sat  before  the  fire  long 
after  the  othen-s  had  gone  to  sleep. 


He  held  a  piece  of  cloth  in  his 
hands,  and  when  the  coughing  fits 
came,  he  would  spit  blood  and 
phlegm  into  it,  watching  the  yellow- 
red  cover  more  and  more  of  the  fa- 
bric. His  nose  began  to  bleed. 

"Not  long  at  all,"  he  thought  as 
he  spit  more  of  himself  into  the 
cloth.  Jacki  tried  to  cough  quiet- 
ly, but  he  knew  the  tribe  heard. 
The  tribe  and  the  trees  and  the  great 
mountain  all  heard  the  last  life  • 
coming  out  of  his  body,  piece  by 
piece  as  his  soul  is  drained  away 
ty  the  Illness.  But  though  all 
counted  his  days  with  him,  all  knew  •• 
that  in  six  generations  of  this 
tribe,  no  one  had  ever  lived  more 
than  twenty- five  seasons.  The  Ill- 
ness always  creeped  up  on  you — the 
curse  of  all  people.  He  pulled 
his  shawl  over  his  head  and  began 
to  sleep. 

In  his  dream,  his  mother  lived 
again.  He  was  twelve  and  they 

were  arguing  by  the  river  while 
she  washed  clothes. 

"You  know  that  the  city  is 
forbidden  area,'1  his  mother  had 
said.   It  is  an  evil  place  built 
long  ago  by  men  with  evil  in  their 
hearts.  Even  today  their  spirits 
walk  the  place  in  punishment  for 
the  evil  they  did." 

"But  mother,"  Jacki   llaughed, 
"I  heard  there  is  nothing  but  rats 
and  bugs  inside,  and  that — " 

"Enough!  One  more  word  about 
it  and  I'll  tell  your  father. 
It  is  evil  even  to  think  of  the 
Black  City.  Go.  Go  help  the 
real  men  catch  fish  before  we  all 
starve I" 

But  before  daybreak,  Jacki 
and  his  soon- to-be  wife  set  out  for 
the  city,  which  lay  less  than  a  half 
day  away.  Every  morning  they  hunted 
berries  in  the  forest,  and  would 
not  be  missed. 

"Look,"  Liza  said,  her  blue 
eyes  bright  with  excitement  and 
her  long  brown  hair  blowing  in 
the  strong  mountain  wind. 

"We  shall  be  there  in  no  time 
at  all,"  Jacki  had  said,  but 
its  size  deceived  them.   They  viewed 
the  great  city  from  the  treeless 
side  of  the  mountain.   Piles  of 
stone,  black  as  the  charred  trees, 
fringed  the  city,  looking  like  walls 
built  by  God  himself  to  keep  them 
out.  Further  into  the  city, 
stood  great  dark  trees,  greater 
than  they  had  seen  in  their  lives. 


(continued) 
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Jacki  and  the  Tribe,  continued 

As  they  traveled  closer,  they  real- 
ized something  terrible:  those 
great  trees  were  not  trees  at 

all,  but  looked  like  th±r}   leSs  of- 
aionstsrs  which  reached  UP  in-to  the 
heavens,  and  they  felt  as  if  an  evil 
force  had  come  upon  them.  Liza  want- 
ed to  leave,  but  Jacki  saw  ruins 
close  by,  and  wanted  to  explore.  As 
they  approached  a  small  stone  build- 
ing, they  noticed  a  great  length 
of  crumbled  but  impressive  rock  on 
vthe  ground  which  seemed  to  lead 
into  the  city. 

"I  am  chief  of  this  mountain," 
J^::ki  said  laughing,  and  Liza  ran 
up  next  to  him.   Jacki  tightly 
hexd  her  close  and  kissed  her;  she 
wanted  him,  now,  but  Jacki* s  boy- 
;part  was  in  a  hunting  mood  and  he 

/  soon  let  go  of  her  and  walked  to 

Vthe  stone  building.  Perfect  square 
Vocks  formed  the  wall  of  the  build- 
ing, and    though  the  front  wall 
looked  dark  like  mud*  the  sides  and 
back  were  red  and  brown.  A  large 
tree   branch,  ripped  and  charred, 
s+nck  out  of  the  roof,  and  he 
could  see  through  openings  in  the 
wall  that  it  had  forced  itself 
through  the  floor,  and  into  the 

Aground.  A  scratching  noise  came 
from  inside. 

He  picked  up  a  large  stone  in 
one  hand,  and  reached  his  other  to- 

/ward  Liza.   '''Here,  take  my  hand.   I 
think  it  might  be  a  boar." 

He  could  see  himself  now, 
bringing  home  a  boar,  its  body 
lifted  onto  his  shoulders,  its 
bloody  and  lifeless  head  bouncing 
up  and  down.  His  people,  who  lived 
almost  entirely  on  the    ever-plen- 
tiful forest  rat,  but  with  occasion- 
al meat  from  fish,  frog,  or  rabbit, 

v would  never  forget  him. 

Liza  took  his  arm  and  walked 
slightly  behind  him    through  the 
doorway.   Inside  the  building, 
shafts  of  light  .  fell  through  the 
holes  in  the  roof,  creating  small 
inlands  of  light  in  the  darkness. 
The  scratching  came  from  the  next 
room.     Liza  let  go  of  his  arm  to 
free  him  for  the  kill,  but  nervously 
ren  her  fingers  down  his  back  from 
behind.  Jacki  .   .bent  down  under 
the  branch,  peered  around  the  corner, 
and  saw  yellow  eyes  staring  back  at 
him.  His  mind  moved  in  his  head,  as 
his  heart  sped  up.   "Those  eyes,"  he 
quickly   thought,  "More  than  a 
finger ' s  length  apart .   Not  a  boar . 
The  long  nose.   A  dog?  NO!" 


"Bear!"  he  screamed,  and 
grabbed  Liza  by  the  arm  pulling  her 
violently  through  the  room.   Some 
metal  in  the  doorway  ripped  into 
his  arm  as  he  ran  past.  Liza  stum- 
bled and  he  felt  her  feet  dragging 
on  the  ground  as  he  pulled  her  hard- 
er, and  sha  screamed  as  the  rocks  , 
cut   her  feet  and  legs.  They  ran 
through  the  forest,  panting  and 
bleeding,  until  they  were  sure  that 
the  bear  had  not  followed. 

Jacki 's  father  nearly  beat 
him  to  death  that  day. 

"Don't  you  understand!"  he 
yelled,  beating   Jacki,  "the  Illness 
comes  quickly  to  those  who  go  into 
the  city!"  He  stopped  beating  him 
and  sat  down  on  the  ground,  begin- 
ning to  cry.  Jacki  had  stood 
there,  not  wanting  to  move  and 
fighting  back  his  own  tears,  watch- 
ing his  sick  father  cry. 

In  the  morning  the  tribe 
was  ready  to  move  and  Jacki  and  Toni 
together  led  them  along  the  river, 
and  they  later,  made  camp  on  the 
side  of  the  mountain  close  by  the 
swiftly  moving  waters.  The  men 
tried  to  spear  fish,  and  their  sons 
helped  them,  but  Jacki  and  his  son 
sat  away  from  them  with  their  fish- 
ing lines  in  the  water,  piercing 
the  river,  and  being  pulled  taut 
by  the  current. 

"Toni,"  his  father  said. 
"I  will  be  dying  soon,  so  I  will  be 
going  away  in  the  morning.  The 
'tribe  has  no  use  for  dying  men. 
I  shall  be  by  you  tonight  at  the 
council,  and  will  hand  my  authority 
over  to  you.  You  will  meet  me 
here  alone  at  sunrise,  so  that  I 
can  see  you  once  more  before  I 
leave." 

Toni  said  nothing,  but  lifted 
the  icon,  which  he  now  wore  around 
his  neck,  looking  at  the  symbols 
around  the  images . 

"Father,  what  do  these  symbols 
mean?" 

"The  meaning  I  will  tell  to 
you  tomorrow  before  I  go.   It  is 
of  a  dead  script,  dead  as  the  cities 
on  the  other  side  of  the  mountain. 
I  cannot  read  the  lettering,  but 
the  meaning  has  been  passed  down 
from  the  first  chief.  Some  say  that 
men  exist,  in  other  tribes,  who 
have  the   .gift  of  letters,  and  can 
read  them.  But  that  is  not  for  us 
to  think  about  now." 

"You  will  tell  me  tomorrow, 
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Jacki  and  the  Tribe,  continued 


father?''  Toni  said,  trying  "to  be  a 
roan  and  hold  back  his  tears. 

"Yes,"  his  father  said,  not 
trving  to  be  a  man  anymore.   :?I  will 
tell  you  tomorrow. " 

Toni  sat  on  the  riverbank 
before  sunrise,  throwing  rocks  into 
the  moving  water,  and  listening  to 
the  sounds  of  the  mountain.  Sha- 
dows  were  beginning  to  form, 
creeping  slowly  along  the  ground, 
and  he  felt  as  if  something  name- 
less and  '   ."indifferent  was 
Creeping  up  on  him.  He    heard 
/stones  being  crunched  underfoot, 
and  turned  to  see  his  father  walking 
toward  him.  He  wore  light  clothing 
and  his  knife  was  strapped  to  his 


/r 


TT1. 


and  other  than  his  cane,  had 


nothing  else.  He  sat  down  next  to 
Toni,  and  spit  some  bloody  phlegm 
into  the  river. 

"There  is  no  use  crying  now," 
icki  said. 

"I  know,  father.   I  must  be 
.strong . " 

\    Jacki  smiled  proudly.   "Keep 
av/ay  from  the  city,  and  you  may 
g  rw  old  and  wise.  Hold  on  to  the 
past,  and  to  what  I  shall  tell  you. 


There  is  no  need  for  others  to 
know,  only  the     chief  and 
council." 

"I  understand,  father." 

"We  were  at  one  time  a  great 
and  strong  people  and    built 
great  cities  outside  the  forests 
to  please  God.  What  happened  is 
a  mysteryto  the  tribe.  But  there 
were  great  fires;  the  Earth  became 
dark  as  night.  Out  of  all  this 
destruction  came  the  Illness,  and 
it  is  why  I  am  dying  now.  It  is 
bad  enough  to  die,  but  to  die  like 
this  is  God's  curse  on  man.  Never- 
theless, Toni,  you  must  trust  God 
and  pray  that  we  become  a  great 
nation  once  again." 

"I  will,  father,"  said  Chief 
Toni,  feeling  his  brave  manhood 
slipping  away  again. 

"And  so  this  is  what  the  let- 
tering means,  Toni,"  said  Jacki 
as  he  and  his  son  cried  together 
next  to  the  river,  looking  at  the 
icon.   "In  God  We  Trust." 

******** 

Nancy  Lockhart 


GOD,  GOD 


Shelbia  Chandler 


THE  BATTERED  HORSE 

When  they  took  him  from  the 

merry-go-round 
One  leg  was  broken  and  his  paint 

was  gone 
But  he'd  seen  the  joy  in  children's 

eyes 
The  expectant  faces  as  they  climbed 

on. 

Then  they  put  him  in  a  canvas  sack 
His  body  was  cracking  in  several 

parts, 
But  he'd  known  those  carefree  winds 
Stirred  by  the  laughter  of  bright 

young  hearts 

They  no  longer  wanted  him  at  the 

fair 
No :  a  horse  so  battered  as  he 
They  threw  him  away  and  no  one  cared 
No  one  that  is,  but  me. 


God,  God  do  you  sit  somewhere 
In  a  rocking  chair  to  crochet  my 

destiny? 
Have  you  got  big  eyes? 

Are  your  ears  parabolic? 

Can  you  hear  the  frolic,  the  squalor 

From  your  parlor-  in  the  sky? 

God,  God  I  bet  you're  the  nick-of- 

time 
Woodcutter  who'll  save  me  from  the 

cross  .  .  . 
And  cranky. 
Or  are  you  a  hanky-panky  wolf  in 

a  long  white  gown, 
Out  on  the  town  to  get  me? 

God,  God  if  I'm  your  spitting  image. 

You're  just  a  babe  in  the  wood, 

A  Riding  Hood 

With  a  basket  of  goodies. 

******** 


******** 
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John  Stobart 


Shelbia  Chandler 


ARACHNEID 

All  eyas, 

Passive  to  perfection, 

I  know  my  place. 

Once  found, 
My  place  is  complete. 
No  longer  need  I  hunt 
For  food  or  companions. 

My  place  is  metaphysical: 

Maybe  a  ledge 

Maybe  cornered, 

A  ceiling  on  eternity 

Abdominally  felt. 

Even  if  upsidedown, 
I  cramp  contentedly 
Shivering  with  certainty 
^Overcome  by  the  ache  of  fulfillment 
Awaiting  metabolic  miracles. 

It  seems  I  tack  myself  here, 
#o  this  sacred  spot, 
/Compacted  like  a  squashed  umbrella 
Dehydrating  into  a  hirsute  shadow 
Of  my  former  plump  white  torso. 

/ 

Everything  euphoric: 
Perfect  humidity,  the  right  light, 
tc -sty-warm 
And  forbidden! 

For  my  thorax  deliciously  tingles 
Awaiting  my  smashing  fate  •  •  • 

******** 


Shelbia  Chandler 


I  WATCH  THE  RAINDROPS  FALL 

I  watch  the  raindrops  fall 

Onto  the  wet  pavements 

And  disappear. 

And  I  imagine 

That  they  are  like  my  soul; 

Falling  from  nowhere 

And  gathering  dust  in  its  prime. 

******** 

John  Stobart 

A  LEARNER 

A  learner,  perhaps,  akin  to  the  moth 
G-c  j  from  cold ,  dark ,  or  heavy 
To  warm  bright  light 
Essentially  in  pursuit  of  metamor- 
phosis 
On  faith  that  the  unknown 
Is  better  than  .  .  .  this. 


THE  CLOUDS  FAN  OUT 

The  clouds  fan  out 
Like  fantastic  branches 
Apple  heavy,  with  blossom 
The  sky,  sea-green  behind  them. 

Because  you  love  apple  blossom 

I  stretch  out  my  arm 

Over  amber  hills 

And  break  off  large  sprays 

I  will  save  them  for  a  spring 

When  love  returns. 

******** 


Judy  Belfield 


I,  ICARUS 

I  can  fly,  I  say 

remembering  a  dream  I  had 

when  I  was  seven 

and  floated  nightly 

into  the  hearts  of  spirals 

tunneling  back 

through  snail  chambers 

miles  long  and  dark 

floated  nightly 

off  the  edges  of  cliffs 

out  over  the  sea 

soaring  upward 

toward  sun 

with  no  Daedalus 

to  warn  of  melting. 

The  dream  was  real 

sun  was  cool 

or  I  had  no  wings 

just  the  will  to  fly 

the  myth  wa.s  wrong 

father's  voice  was  stone 

but  I  could  fly  then 

away  and  away 

******** 

Shelbia  Chandler 


I  AM  ALONE 

I  am  alone, 

No  longer  part  of  today 

Yet  a  part  of  life. 

My  soul  is  a  drum 

Beating  a  rhythm  of  eternity 

Within  my  breast, 

But  because  I  am  alone 

The  throbbing  pulse  of  life 

Can  only  be  heard  by  me. 

******** 


/ 


******** 
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John  Stobart 


Shelbia  Chandler 


JJC  WINDSCAPE 


THE  LOP-SIDED  MOON  APPEARS 


Whipsplash  vortices  of  wind  things  The  lop-sided  moon  appears 

Cavort  mutely  outside  the  entrance  Its  pock-marked  face 

Gamaly  trapped  in  synthetic  windpools  Smirking  in  a  sky 

Cast  into  the  prevailing  Prairie  drift.  Befeft  of  clouds. 


A  maelstrom  of  debris 
'rwists  corkscrew  tumbles 
Against  an  oddly  spiral  stairwell 
Incongruously  looming  there 
Like  a  poured-cement  intestine 
^/Herniated,  a  coiled  concrete  python 
ASmashed  into  the  corner  of  the  school 
And  spiraling  upward  to  nonexistent 
Pinistrations  or  castle  keeps. 


When  winter  trees  stretch 

And  twist  their  limbs  toward  the  sky 

Lifting  their  last,  blood-dried 

leaves 
In  silence 9  I  feel 
the  bitter  suffocation  of  despair. 

Once  while  lying  in  tall  green-grey 

grasses 
I  felt  the  earth  breathe  and  sigh 
'neath  the  burden  of  its  people 
Mourning  their  decaying  dreams 


Put  two  stories  down,  the  debris 

dances 

Before  this  monolith — there  in  December  And  wasted  lives. 
A  satyr  dance  round  a  montrous  Maypole. 

I  tried  to  understand  the  pain, 


Flashing  fire  red  plastic,  crumpled 

cups 
Jump  skyward 3  as  if  thrown  from  a 

blanket , 
While  yellow,  fast_food  styrofoams 

bounce 
Or  somersault  or  slide,  then  bump. 
Crisp  execution  on  tundra 
Side  slides,  singles  and  doubles, 
"^hey  circle  up 

In  Jerks  followed  by  swift  maneuvers, 
Darting  runs  and  sliding  stops, 
Usually  in  concert,  in  a  rush, 
Dozens  of  dances  harmonic. 
Brown  bags  and  white  sacks, 
Translucent  plastic  lids, 
Multi-toned  fry-packs. 

But  sometimes,  inexplicably, 
Only  one  performs, 
A  solo  breaking  the  symmetry 
Punctuating  the  major  theme 
\With  dashes  leading  to  runs, 
Culminating  in  supra-nova 
Taryshnikov  leaps 
Or  frisbee-floating  hover ings 
Amidst  the  crazy  confetti  chaos 
Or  the  sudden  still* 

And  this  silly  sideshow 


To  know  the  reason  for 

the  rotting  dream,  the  solitude, 

the  despair 
I  reviewed  the  question 
Until  it  became  a  crazy  rhyme  in  my 

brain 
And  I  still  had  no  solution 
So  sighing,  I  left  the  earth 
With  her  burden 
And  prepared  to  live. 

Shelbia  Chandler 

STARS  PECK  AT  THE  NIGHT 

Stars  peck  at  the  night 

With  fierce,  silver  beaks 

As  a  sliver  of  moon 

Slices  the  sky 

And  I  notice 

My  arms  are  empty  of  you. 

Dazed  and  inarticulate, 
I  wander  disjointedly 
Through  lonely  streets 
Desperately  seeking  your  face. 
I  sink  to  a  stoop  in  frustration 
And  there  you  are. 


Grainy  garbage  grating  and  garish — albeit — 

The  stars  wink  in  the  night 


Qomehow  makes  me  stop  a  while 

And  smile 

And  wonder  at  my  taste 

And  my  sanity. 

For  nobody  noar  is  ever  watching, 
/ft,   seems, 
Though  hundreds  have  passed  this  way, 
All  Fall. 


Like  fireflies  in  country  grass. 

The  moon,  a  silver  balloon 

Is  bounced  and  blown  in  the  breeze. 

I  am  satisfied 

With  my  love. 

******** 
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John  Stobart 


Nancy  Lockhart 


BLOODY  MOON 


THIS  DAY 


i  yearn  for  midnight  madness 

an  escape  from  the  mundane. 

i  look  high  for  moonbeams 

lemon  auras  circling  the  darkly 

ominous  cumulus  clouds. 

i  lust  for  lunar  Edens, 

for  golden  apples  on  the  thorns  of 
night , 

ruby  splotched  and  speckled, 
/  scarlet  too, 

vinesap  and  red  delicious 
v  bites  into  the  cosmic  core 

lacking  seeds  and  serpents 

rings  and  things 

or  other  materials,  treasures 

of  those  on  Earth. 

my  constellation  is  kin 

to  the  seven  sisters 

intimiately  close  and  bound 

to  Orion ' s  belted  loins 

and  Scorpio's  serpentine  tongue, 

both  lashing  and  gorging 

me  and  mine 

unconcerned  with  my  puny 

but  pulsing 

light . 

a  quasar  in  the  quickend  sands 

of  time. 

******** 

Judy  Belfield 


TIME  FIXING 

New  year  peeled  away 

like  paint 

on  the  walls 

of  my  father's  rooms — 

vails  splotched  with  garbage 

stained  with  grease ,  ; ..  . 

my  father's  rooms 

scattered  with  old  clothes  •  i 

and  lit  yellow  at  night 

like  the  inside 

of  a  Jack-o-lantern 

where  grandma,  with  limited  teeth, 

xftayed  cards 
/  til  four  in  the  morning;  \ 
I  with  another  hag/friend: 

turned  up  \z±ngS   and  aces 

hearts  and  diamonds 

found  significance  in  the  spots 

beyond  the  meanings  of  colors 

or  numbers — 

gypsies  that  they  were. 

My  father  seemed  to  grow  fangs 

in  the  paint-peeling  rooms 

as  the  new  year  rattled  out 

a  last  breath, 

a  puff  of  frosted  air 

'"•'irling  around  the  January  moon, . .  . 


This  day  my  garden  is  alive  with 

fat  russet  marigolds 
Under  the  sky's  proud  chest  of 

clouds 
As  giggling  leaves  dance  about  like 

painted  coquettes. 
The  cat  naps  on  the  sunny  boards 

of  the  picnic  bench. 
His  color  is  mine  today, 
A  greyer  gray. 
I  can't  explain  the  why 
When  all  October ' s  out  to  play 
These  sad  memories  I'd  packed  away 
Visit  me  now, 
Like  the  scent  of  mothballs  which 

clings 
To  my  old  coat. 

******** 

i 

John  Stobart 

TIMING  IS  EVERYTHING 

One  wondrous  warm  evening, 
Weary  with  good  works, 
Sated  with  food,  drink,  and  honey- 
suckle , 
I  leaned  back,  admired  the  moonscape 
Breathed  deep  the  welcome  breeze, 
And  should  have  been  content  to 

die 
But  it  didn't  occur  to  me  then 
And  the  concept  appalls  me  now. 

******** 

John  Stobart 


ANACHRONISM 

Sluggishly  awakened — 

Nostrils  plugged, 

Tongue  and  throat 

Thickly  sore — 

I  recline 

Comatose 

Propped  by  pillows 

Cocooned  by  comforter 

Draining , 

Stoic , 

A  sheeted  mummy 

Contemplating  oblivion, 

Which  blissfully 

Arrives 

Seconds  before  my  clock-radio 

Banshee-screams  its  morning  song 

Into  my  night. 

******** 

we  die  so  slowly 
and  yet,  cannot  sing 

quickly  enough  to  reach  an  end. 


******** 
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Judy  Belfield 


John  Stobart 


CORRECTNESS 

You  can  never  be  sure 
in  a  room  not-square 
whether  lines  converge 
at  proper  angles 
c ,  for  that  matter, 
how  to  form  a  precise  parallel 
oi  your  body  to  the  wall. 
In  a  room  not-square' 
you  begin  to  question 
tjie  appropriateness 

/Of  ninety,  or  even  forty-five,  degrees 
does  it  really  matter 
you  might  for  example  ask 


CHEESE  &  CRACKERS 

The  curdles  whey  Miss  Muffet 

Who  ha.s  a  spider  insider 

And  frightens  men  away 

Though  they  sit  down  besider 

And  sip  at  their  cider 

And  sit  on  their  docks  by  the  bay. 

The  mittens  kitten  their  mother 

Who's  a  love  of  a  glove 

And  brightens  kits  galore 

Though  they  giggle  and  push  and  shove 

And  nibble  their  mice  above 

And  seldom  shut  a  door. 


whether  all  your  pairs  of  shoes  in  a  row 
stagger  in,  then  out,  and  in  again 
instead  of  lining  up  smoothly 
ar.d  predictably 
straight? 
From  here,  it  is 
an  infinitesimal  leap 
to  wonder  about  Hegel 
and  other  neatnesses. 
Soon,  it  is  inevitable 
that  a  kind  of  madness  develops 
and  one  malr.es  one's  way 
toward  an  irregular  end 
never  quite  able 
to  trace  the  trouble 
to  its  root 
because  by  then 
yesterdays  have  been  erased 
up  to  the  present 
/Wiion  you  find  yourself 
in  a  room  quite  square 
and  decidedly  wrong. 


******** 


John  Stobart 


GOOSE  MOTHER 

Twice  within  a  space 

Here  were  two  giant  wolves. 

The  first  loved  pigs  and  ridinghoods 

The  second  consumed  the  first 

After  his  twin  lost  his  head 

To  a  couple  of  wood  choppers. 

Moral:   necessity  is  the 

brother  of  convention. 

******** 


Simon  simple  spied  the  pieman 
Who  fairs  we!3i  everywhere 
And  lightens  every  wallet 
And  acts  oh-so  debonair 
When  the  Simons  take  his  bait. 

Boy  little  blued  through  the  battle 
Who  horned  through  the  meadow 
And  knighted  a  creep 
Though  they  sleep  in  a  bedrow 
And  bleat  in  the  bedlow 
And  have  never  been  known  to  count 

sheep. 

******** 

Shelbia  Chandler 


JUST  WONDERING 


My  flower  bowl  lies  shattered 
The  tiny  pieces  of  delicate  blue 
Are  scattered  across  the  floor 
And  the  painted  yellow  rose, 
No  longer  has  a  stem. 

I  wanted  to  fill  my  bowl  with 

jonquils 
But  I  wasn't  thinking 
And  in  taking  it  from  the  shelf 
It  slipped  through  my  fingers 
Becoming  a  myriad  of  pieces 

Was  it  the  same  for  you 

Were  you  simply  being  careless, 

Not  thinking  when  you  broke  my 

heart 
Or  was  the  shattering  intentional 


^ 


Ted  Thompson 
ANATHEMA  POETICA 


"The  limerick,"  said  good  Pastor  Herman, 
i/eals  too  often  with  hot  organs  firmin'. 
scratched  into  the  pew, 
Ye  may  find  a  few, 
But  they'll  never  be  part  of  the  sermon.' 


/ 


******** 
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John  Stobart 


Judy  Belfield 


IT  HIT  ME'  LAST  CHRISTMAS 


FUTILITY 


It  hit  me  last  Christmas 
NMy  48th  in  this  class,. 
That  I  don't  have  any  crayons  anymore 
And  that  happiness  is  Crayola. 

Black  and  white  and  gray 
Were  the  f  5.rst  to  go 
Followed  soon  thereafter 
\By  sky  blue  arid  grass  green. 

Lavendar  and  turquoise 

N^ver  lasted  long 
/ftfor  did  brown  or  orange 

Purple,  red,  and  sunshine  yellow. 
\The  box  got  terribly  bulgy,  though, 

the  mismatches,  the  leftovers  from 
other  boxes — 

all  crammed  into  these  two  rows. 

One.'  crayon  had  no  point 
Another  had  a  broken  back 
Many  lacked  paper  entirely 
And  som-  seemed  colored  out. 

And  then  there  were  none 
No  box  at  all 

No  book  filled  with  possibilities 
xNo  longer  any  lines  to  stay  inside. 

And  somehow,  I  forgot  to  ask  Santa 
For  colors  anjanore 
And  I  didn't  have  to  have  them  in 
school. 

My  peer  group  told  me  to  party 
xTo  get  to  drinking  and  smoking  and 
Dancing  and  dining  and  making  money 
And  a  family  and  success  somehow. 


A  distant  dream 

of  rubies  glowing 

in  sunlight  filtered 

through  shiny  leaves —  ■,   -.,  - 

hard,  cold, 

like  brooches 

left  in  snow 

for  safekeeping 

til  spring 

but  the  thaw  comes 

much  too  early 

exposes  precious  metal  sett-i'nras 

to  an  oxidizing  horror — 

green,  the  color  of 

candied  mints, 

softly  moldering 

in  its  own  way. 

The  dream  nears 

like  the  voices 

of  valley  flowers 

cupped  over 

and  slowly  withering. 

Do  you  hear?  ask  the  grasses 

as  they  finger 

the  face  of  eternity 

with  the  slightest  pulse  of  life. 

Do  you  hear?  I  ask, 

the  sound  of  nothing 

imploding  in  itself, 

while  an  echo  repeats: 

Dreams  are  made  by  fools  like. me 

and  the  noise  of  one  hand  falling 

is  all  you  need  to  know. 

Love  and  truth 

are  lost  again 

like  distant  rubies 

sleeping  .  .  . 

do  you  hear? 


And  I  guess  I  did  all  that 

But  now  I  know  I  shouldn't  have 

Quit  coloring  all  those  years 

All  those  times 

All  those  pages  ago. 

Not  that  I  know  anything  that  I 

missed  was  so  good 
Or  that  what  I  found  was  so  bad 
But  simply  because  I  didn't  get 
A  new  box  of  crayons 
All  those  years 
And  I  knew  that  I'd  really  missed  them. 


/ 


#****### 


#*«##»## 


Jim  Sherbrook, 


NOT  I 

If  I  were  a  computer 
I  would  compute 
And  not  refute 

But  as  I  am 

I  would  be  damned 

For  I'm  a.„man 
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Judy  Belfield 


Ted  Thompson 


s 


DUPLICITY 

You  traced  calligraphic  letters 

on  my  sleeve 

not  knowing 

your  fingers  hurn-d  &  pattern 

through  to 
the  base  of  my  brain — 
somewhere  in  the  animal 
ancient  part  that  hungers — 
a  secret  design 
my  face  hid 
with  ho-hum  eyes 
and  the  stifle  of  a  yavn. 
I  wondered 
if  it  worked — 
this  pretense, 

or  if  the  act  were  necessary: 
keep  you  zipped-up  crisp 
as  a  cracker 

separate  from  me,  melting 
underneath  the  ice  facade 
wanting  to  cry  out, 
"To  hell  with  these  games  .  .  . 
I:?1  re  real 
aren't  we?" 
But  I  know  the  price 
of  real. 


\ 


******** 


Judy  Belfield 


/ 


ONCE-BURNED 

Pain  writes  Itself 

inside  a  parapraph 

at  the  edge  of  important — 

a  mouse  in  a  labyrinth 

with  food  in  several  places.  . 

I  invite  you  to  find 

the  screams 

;as  I  giggle  through  glazed  eyes; 

1  once  saw  truths 

but  they  stabbed  out  my  sight. 

in  words, 

innocent-looking  things 

have  knowledge  of  ugliness 

creeping  out  from  the  verbs; 

I  beg  you  to  find 

pain  hiding 

iu  lines  only  long  enough 

to  hint  at  something 

the  words  will  not  tell. 

My  stiff  upper  lip 

decays,  drips  away 

like  bathwater  wrung  from 

a  washcloth. 

I  would  never  admit 

the  strength  of  my  cement 

could  be  demolished 

by  a  whisper, 

yet  I  strain  to  hear 

the  softest  voices 

then  conceal  myself 

in  word  puzzles. 


NOT  WITHSTANDING 
(December,  1979) 

My  spirit  settles  into  the  depths  of 

December  with  a  dull  thud, 
Christmas  madness  not  withstanding. 
Indeed,  not  withstanding! 
Not  withstadnding  the  new  decade 

with  its  bleak  promise: 
There  will  be  more  of  less. 
Not  withstanding  the  January  glut 

of  new  beginnings 
Toward  inconclusive  finalities. 
Not  withstanding  the  awful  dragging 

of  February's 
Fulsome  drear. 
Not  withstanding  the  lover-soft 

promise  of  March 
As  she  whispers  with  scent  of  gin 

and  Jasmine 
(Was  Sampson  wooed  by  the  warm 

March  winds  in  Dalila's 

voice?) 
While  the  icy  truth  of  her  cold 

thighs 
Settles  'round  my  being  like  hem- 
lock creep. 
Not  withstanding  that  slow  poison 

sidling  past  groin  and  gut 
And  the  frantic  agony  of  crawl 

and  clutch 
Toward  April  antidote. 
And  with  the  stopper  loosed, 
Not  withstanding  that  April's 

golden  nectar 
Not  quite  neutralizes  that  firai 

depth  of  chill. 

******** 

John  Stobart 


GONE  TO  MARKET 

Spitted  and  trussed, 

I  slowly  turn, 

Crackling  with  the  sun, 

Remembering,  somehow, 

The  disembowelment, 

The  suspension, 

The  scalding. 

Content  now, 

Obligatory  apple  in  snout, 

To  be  a  succulent  dish 

To  set  before  the  king. 

He  knows  little  and  less  cares 

To  hear  my  story. 

Why  should  he? 

He  too  is  being  done 

To  a  turn 

And  has  his  own 

Drawn-and-  quart er ed- 

Sweetly-rendered  memory 

Of  cyclic  spiral  turns  and  hurnin.'TS 

Self-inspired  expositions. 

******** 


******** 
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Nancy  Lockhart 


W.  A.  Kahle 


EMERGENCE/SEA 


SURVIVOR 


I  come  from  the  sea 

Filled  with  slippery  liquids 

Hair  made  of  rain, 

Feet  to  walk  on  water, 

English  skin. 

A  pink  fish. 

I  smell  of  woman — 

Red-wet,  ripe-wet 

Lungs  to  suck  fog 

Thighs  that  cry. 

Give  me  a  river  bath 

Nipple  high. 

To  gleam  in  the.  glossy  moon, 

To  await  my  frogprince 
^Greenwet  and  earthy 

Who  will 
/Become  a  fish  for  me, 

Slide  through  the  deathgrip  of  the 
land, 

Drip  his  ocean skin  on  mine, 

Never  go  dry. 

In  death  the  earth  replenish  me 
with  dew- 

The  damp  worms  dance  "between 

Roots  of  pine— my  toes  and  fingers. 

Seasons'  storms  take  my  hones — 

Shells  in  the  tide. 

******** 

Judy  Belfield 

MAKE  BELIEVE 

Will  you  coloratura  with  me 
if  I  provid.-  a  fuschia  crayon 
and  a  sheet  of  pink  paper? 
We  could  sing 
soprano  and  piano 
ir>  accord  with 
pastel  shades  of  harmony. 
We  could  dance 
vermillion  billion  hues — 
no  black  and  white  for  us: 
.Spectrum  stretches  like  a  cat 
licks  the  horizon 
with  an  Iris  tongue; 
morning  sun's  yellow 
softens  out  and  disappears 
in  blue. 
Are  we  blue 
A.t   we  can  still 
make  music? 


The  clock  ticks 
a  TV  screams 
he  cannot  retract 
a  demon's  dream- 
on  the  wall 
the  family  portrait 
haunts  and  taunts 
just  like  the  fog 
outdoor  cinemascope  . 
but  Karloff  is  dead 
along  with  Belagosi 
luckier  than  lucky 
he's  trapped  with  dread 

mistaken  mistakes 
founded  with  turgid 
innocence 
the  very  moment 
an  Olds  plummeted 
down  .  .  . 
wordy  confusion 
horacious  despair 
stomps  in,  traipses  out, 
in  a  head  pounding 
astounded 
with  justice 
they  should  have  had. 

******** 

Shelbia  Chandler 

A  SEDUCTION 

Tonight,  I  touched  Death 

For  the  first  time. 

His  flesh  was  soft  and  cool 

And  trembled  at  my  touch 

As  I  held  him  tightly  in  my  arms, 

His  muscles,  taut  and  icy  hard 

Pressed  into  my  breast 

My  warmth  stole  into  his  veins. 

Death's  lips  kissed  mine  tonight 
Waking  a  hunger  in  my  soul 
Senseless,  yet  somehow  thrilled 
I  yielded  to  his  sensuous  touch. 

******** 

John  Stobart 


AUTO-SUGGESTION 


******** 
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Sometimes  she  tires  of 
Guarding  her  rear-end 
And  brakes  so  hard 
That  she  pops  the  clutch 
Of  her  suspension  systems 
And  just  flat-out  collapses 
Into  a  total  wreck. 


******** 


Shelbia  Chandler 


Nancy  Lockhart 


SWEET  TALK 


SATURDAY  NIGHT 


/ 


I  love  watching  your  mouth 

Give  birth  to  words. 

Your  lips   shape  them 

And  your  tongue 

Nudges  them  out, 

Like  wild  birds'  eggs. 

Your  soft  voweled  words 
Are  palpable  to  my  finger 
And  my  eye. 

Whatever  my  ears  register, 
X  know  your  words  are  love. 


\Just  as  the  brown  bear 
Slips  his  red  tongue 
Into  a  nest  of  sleeping  bees 
And  hopes  for  a  taste  of  honey, 
I  slip    into  your  midst 
Hoping  to  feast  on  your  sweet  words, 

******** 

\ 

Nancy  Lockhart 


The  moon  was  tucked  away 

In  the  pocket  of  a  cloud, 

While  generous  winds  fanned 

The  collar  of  her  raincoat. 

The  street  light  seemed  harsh 

With  its  hissing,  rhythmic  spurts 

As  it  glared  at  the  crumpled  leaves 

Which  tossed  about  the  woman1 s 

Thick  ankles. 

Forty-five  minutes  of  looking 

Up  and  down  the  street  and  thinking 

"He'll  be  here  anytime  now." 

Left  her  beauty  parlor  hair-do 

Limp,  her  Chanel  No.  5  all  but 

Faded. 

She  stopped  checking  her  watch 

About  then, 

But  no  one  knows  how  long 

She  made  a  game  of 

Counting  cars 

Before  heading  home — 

Alone. 

******** 


x 


MASCULINITY 

The  hair  accumulates  on  the  floor. 

Dark  rings — brownblack: 

The  color  of  the  barber's  shoes, 

Tiie  barber's  chair. 

An  important  place  to  be,  I  think. 

The  men  come  here. 

They  talk  and  talk 

Above  the  Italian  music 

Above  the  Italian  radio  announcer 

They  vote  hare  on  election  day, 

These  men. 

An  important  place 

Shiny  brass  spitoons  on  the  floor; 

Cuspidor,  my  mother  .says, 

As  I  sit  waiting  with  her 

Among  the  magazines 

For  my  brother  boosted  high. 

His  long  white-cloth  mantle 

Reflected  in  the  massive  mirror. . 

The  smell  of  brilliantine  mingled 

W-^th  heavy  cigars 

Like  his  blonde  snippets 

.Amid  all  those  dark 

Important  hairs. 


John  Stobart 


TODAY  WAS  A  DAY  FOR  A  LAY 

Today  was  a  day  for  a  lay. 

Poetically  speaking, 
The  sky  was  high 

This  morning 
Blue  so  blue  it  was  almost  true 
For  now,  the  sun's  a  loser 

In  mid-afternoon 
And  marshmallowy  monsters 

Toasted  to  a  char 
Dominate  the  world 

With  deepening  gloom 
And  skewered  shadows 
They  ice-pack  the  bones 
Only  recently  roasted 
By  God's  micro-wave 
That  too  infrequently  glows 
Due  to  power-outs,  computer  chips, 
Or  a  celestial  yen 
For  a  Whopper  and 
Soggy  fries. 

******** 


******** 


Jim  Sherbrooke 


PREY 


Eo«"  ~ing  in  the  heavens 
Darting  about  through  the  clouds 
Gently  riding  air  currents 
Barely  flicking  a  feather 


Suddenly  diving  toward  the  earth 
The  parting  air  screaming  in  your 

trail 
Feathers  furled,  talons  knurled 
Seeking  prey 

(continued) 
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Prey,  continued 


Faster,  even  faster  your  descent 
hercifully  your  prey  scurries  about 
Totally  unaware  of  his  plight 
His  reality,  the  moment,  nothing  more 


With  laser  like  accuracy 

You  descend  upon  him 

Stopping  vithin  inches  of  the  ground 

Yet  vithin  reach 


i  \- 


Your  grip   is  firm 

Your  talons  sharp 

Death  comes  quickly 

Within  an  instant,  he  is  no  more. 


**###**# 


Ted  Thompson 


Shelbia  Chandler 


S 


THE  POSTURE 


(With  apologies  to  Robert  Frost) 


I'm  going  out  to  clean  the  muse's 
L  spring . 

is  I'll  even  stop  to  rake  the  muck 
rf  away 

uX^nd  sieve  the  sentimental  crap,  I 
■'f,  may): 

'ft '11  take  awhile. --Come,  if  you've 
a  mind. 


m  going  out  to  curl  a  little  hair, 
d  watch  the  mass  react  with  loath 

recoil 
id  gasp  as  torch  ignites  the 
unctuous  oil. 
It'll  take  awhile. — Come,  if  you've  a 
mind. 


John  Stobart 


/ 


CHILD'S  PLAY 


The  other  day 

I  found  myself  identifying 

With  an  under-inflated, 
""Faded  pink  balloon 

Promoting  a 
/'Big  Mac  Attack." 

It  was  trapped  in 

A  corner  of  my  back  yard 

Created  by  the 

Fences  of  my  neighbors. 

Prevailing  winds 

Flattened  the  soft,  wrinkled 

Toy  into  the  chain-mail 

Links  of  puerile  stainless  steel. 

The  balloon  absorbed  this  embrace 
y£he  skin  neither  pierced 

Nor  the  shape  dented.  . 

Sodden  and  pathetic 

As  the  winds  molded  the  skin 

Against  the  immovable  objects, 

With  no  seeming  purpose, 

Then  released  the  balloon  to  fall 

Back  to  the  ground  and  bounce 


LAST  NIGHT  WE  CLIMBED  INTO  BED 

Last  night  we  climbed  into  bed 

"From  opposite  sides 

And  lay  awake  for  an  hour 

Before  a  trapdoor  opened 

And  hurtled  us  into  a  jerky  sleep. 

Then  quite  suddenly  we  woke 

And  our  bodies  came  together 

In  the  warm  lap  of  the  bed 

Lightening  struck 

As  some  naked  god  slipped  between 

us 
And  subtracted  years  from  our 

marriage . 

But  today, 

Last  night's  beauty  ±s   gone 

And  the  dull  day  to  day  routine 

Is  once  again  upon  us 

Like  badly  applied  make-up. 

Until  another  gust, 

Lazily  it  seemed, 

Almost  negligent, 

Smashed  it  back. 

Resilient  with  wrinkles, 

It  resisted  very  little, 

Though  I  half-expected 

Some  power  to  crush  it 

Sometime  soon. 

That  didn't  bother  either  of  us 

Though  it  felt  sort  of  sad. 

And  I  picked  up  the  balloon 

And  gave  it  to  my  infant 

Grandson,  knowing  full  well 

That  I  but  traded  one 

Inevitable  force  for 

Another . 
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Coleen  Fabrycki 


THE  LESSON 


Cast  of  Characters: 
TEACHER,  female  of  no  particular  age 
1st  STUDENT,  male  of  no  particular 

age 
2nd  STUDENT,  male  of  no  particular 

age 

/*  Synopsis 

\The  action  of  the  play  takes  place 

in  a  school  classroom.  The  time  is  the 

present. 

The  stage  is  hare  except  for 
a  child's  school  desk  center  stage, 

/a  chalkboard  on  wheels  stage  right, 
and  a  podium  stage  left.  There  is 

\  an  entrance,  exit  stage  left.  A 
hell  sounds.  The  TEACHER  enters 
and  crosses  to  the  chalkboard  pre- 
pared to  write.  She  has  a  piece  of 
chalk  in  her  hand.  The  1st  STU- 
DENT sits  at  the  school  desk  in  a 
very  attentive  posture. 

TEACHER.   Is  it  time  to  begin? 
let  STUDENT.   Yes,  it  is  time  to 

begin. 
TEACHER.  Good.  Let's  begin.  Are 

you  Joseph? 
STUDENT.   Yes,  I  am  Joseph. 
TEACHER.   (Sternly.)  No. 
STUDENT.   (Hesitantly.)  No,  I  am 

Joseph? 
TEACHER.   No 9  I  am   "Elizabeth. 
STUDENT  (Firmly.)  No,  I  am 

Elizabeth. 
TEACHER.   Good. 
STUDENT.  Thank  you,  Joseph. 
EEACHER.  Thank  you,  Elizabeth. 

You  learn  quickly.  This  is 

going  to  be  a  very  productive 

class.   (Writes  on  the  chalk- 
board: A  B  C  D  E  F  G.)   A,  B, 
\(    C,  D,  E,  F,  G  .  .  . 
STUDENT.   (Slowly.)   B,  C,  G,  F, 

A,  D  .  .  . 
TEACHER.  Very  good.   Say  it  with 

your  eyes  closed. 
/    STUDENT.   (Closes  eyelids.)  B, 
/     C,  G,  F,  A,  D  .  .  . 
TEACHER.   (Writing:   H  I  J  K  L  M  N 

0  P.)   H,  I,  J,  K,  L,  M,  N, 

0,  P  .  .  . 
STUDENT.   (Opens  eyelids  eagerly.) 

Hi-jack,  lemon  pea! 
TEACHER .   Marvelous ! 
STUDENT.   (Again  closes  eyelids.) 

Lemon  pea,  lemon  pea. 
TEACHER.   (Writing:  Q  R  S  T. )  Q,  R, 

S ,  T  .  .  . 
STUDENT.   Quirst? 
TEACHER  Quirst.   ( Writing  U  V  W  X  Y 

Z.)  U,  V,  W,  X,  Y,  Z  .  .  . 


STUDENT.   V,  W,  Z,  X,  Y,  U  .  .  . 
TEACHER.  Fine.  Repeat. 
STUDENT.   (Closing  eyelids.)  V, 
W,  Z,  X,  Y,  U  .  .  .  V,  W, 

Li  m,       A  3    1  ?   U   •    •    • 

TEACHER.  Now,  all  together.   (Era- 
sing the  chalkboard.)  From 
memory . 

STUDENT .   ( opens  eyelids . )  B ,  C , 
G,  F,  A,  D  .  .  .  H-jack, 
lemon  pea,  quirst,  V,  W,  Z, 
/X,  Y,  U! 

TEACHER .  Excellent ! 
(A  bell  rings . ) 
Ah,  recess. 
(The  1st  STUDENT  rises  from  the 

desk,  goes  to  the  chalkboard  and 

writes  "lemon  pea"  several  times. 

Then  he  draws  a  funny  face.  The 

TEACHER  moves  to  the  podium  and 

takes  an  apple  from  the  podium 

shelf.  Then  she  crosses  to  the 

student's  desk,  sits,  takes  a  bite 

of  the  apple  and  speaks  musingly. ) 

On  the  whole,  I  am  very  pleased 
with  the  progress  this  class 
is  making.   I  don't  know  if 
there  is  such  a  thing  as 
class  pride,  Elizabeth,  but 
you  are  one  of  the  best  class- 
es I've  ever  teught. 

STUDENT.  Thank  you,  teacher  (Draws 
a  mustache  on  the  face  on  the 
chalkboard.  Writes  "Teacher 
Sucks"  below  it.) 

TEACHER.  Teaching  is  such  a  re-  ■ 

warding  vocation.   (Takes  anoth- 
er bite  from  the  apple.)  This 
apple  is  very  tasty.  Thank  you, 
Elizabeth. 

STUDENT.  You're  welcome,  teacher. 

TEACHER.   Have  you  given  any 

thought  to  what  you  want  to 

do  when  you  grow  up,  Elizabeth? 

STUDENT,   (Turns  away  from  board; 
faces  TEACHER.)  My   counsel- 
or says  I  should  be  a  shep- 
herd. 

TEACHER.  A  shepherd?   (Laughs 

lightly)  Oh  no,  they've  made 
another  mistake!  That  coun- 
seling office,  I  tell  you! 
No,  no  .  .  .  you  are  too 
bright  to  be  a  shepherd;  you 
have  other  interests.  Now  my  ■ 
last  class  could  have  been  a 
shepherd;  he  would  have  been 
a  perfect  shepherd.   (Whispers 
conspirator ially. )  They  talked 
him  into  computer  science. 

STUDENT.   (Considering. )  I  might 
like  that. 

TEACHER.   You'd  be  good  at  it  too, 


(continued) 
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i'ii-2  Lesson,  continued 

Elizabeth.  A  shepherd! 
(Laughs  again.)  They  surely 
do  get  fouled  up,  don't  they. 

STUDENT.  Do  I  have  to  he  a  shepherd? 

I'EACHER.  Of  course  not.  You  can  be 
whatever  you  want  to  be. 

STRIDENT.  .  But  my  counselor  said  .  .  . 

TEACHER.   (Interrupting.)  Counselors 
are  often  wrong.  You  mustn't  be- 
lieve everything  you're  told. 

^"TJDENT.  I  don't  really  want  to  be 
a  shepherd. 

TEACHER.   (Laughs  again.)  Who  could 
blame  you.   (Takes  another  bite 
of  the  apple. ) 
TUDENT.   I'd  like  to  be  a  teacher. 
"TEACHER.   (Taken  aback. )  You  would? 

STUDENT.  Yes,  very  much. 

TEACHER.  Hmm.  Well,  I  don't  know.  , 
That  night  not  be  right  for  you, 


\ 


/ 


/ 


Elizabeth. 


> STUDENT.  You  said  I  was  bright  .  .  . 
nTEACHER.  Yes,  yes,  of  course. 
STUDENT.  You  said  I  learned  fast. 
TEACHER.  You  do,  Elizabeth,  you 
do  .  .  .  Still,  I  think 
teaching  is  wrong  for  you. 
STUDENT.  How  did  you  become  a 

teacher,  Joseph? 
TEACHER.  Why,  my  counselor  re- 
commended it.  I  was  right 
for  it.  It  takes  a  special 
kind  of  knack  you  know.  Many 
bright  people  are  no  good  as 
teachers — no  good  at  all.  Be- 
sides, there   -are  too  many 
teachers  already.  Now, 
\     there  is  a  real  shortage  of 
\    shepherds  .  .  . 
(A  bell  sounds.  The  TEACHER  rises 
from  the  student's  desk.  The  1st 
STUDENT  rushes  to  it  and  sits  at 
attention.  The  TEACHER  crosses  to 
the  podium  and  takes  a  piece  of 
foil  from  the  podium  shelf.  She 
carefully  wraps  the  remainder  of 
the  apple  and  places  it  on  the 
shelf.  Then  she  returns  to  the 
v  chalkboard  and  looks  at  the  words 
and  picture  on  it  for  a  moment. 
She  erases  it  and  turns  back  to  the 
£st  STUDENT.) 

PEACHER.  Recess  is  over;  sit  down. 
(The  STUDENT  stands;  then  he 
sits  again. )  We  have  comple- 
ted the  alphabet.   You  did  well, 
class.  I  am  proud  of  you  .  .  . 
(The  STUDENT  nods  eagerly.)  Now, 
we  shall  learn  numbers.   (The 
STUDENT  raises  his  hand. )  Yes, 
Elizabeth,  what  is  it? 
STUDENT.   I  can  count  to  ten  al- 
ready, teacher. 
TEACHER.   (Surprised.)  You  can? 
STUDENT.  Uh  huh.  Wanta  .hear  me? 


^ 


TEACHER.   (Uncertainly.)  Well  .  .  . 
I  guess  so. 

STUDENT .   ( Proudly . )  One ,  two , 

three,  four,  five,  six,  seven, 
eight,  nine,  ten! 

TEACHER.   (Relieved.)  Oh,  no,  that's 
not  right.  Where  did  you 
ever  learn  to  count  like  that? 

STUDENT.   (Crushed.)  Sesame 
Street . 

TEACHER.  Oh,  no  wonder.  Forget 

all  that,  Elizabeth.  And  don't 
look  so  worried,  dear;  we'll 
have  you  counting  correctly 
iri.  no  time  flat. 

STUDENT.  I'm  sorry,  teacher. 

TEACHER.  It's  not  your  fault.  It 
just  goes  to  show  that  TV 
is  a  bad  influence.  Now  listen 
carefully.   (Writes  1  2  3  ^ 
5  6  T  8  9  10  on  the  chalk- 
board. )  One,  two,  three, 
four,  five,  six,  seven,  eight, 
nine,  ten. 

STUDENT.  One,  two,  three,  four, 
five,  six,  .seven,  eight, 
nine,  ten. 

TEACHER.  Oh  dear,  it's  so  hard  to 
reteach  something  once  it's 
been  learned  wrong.  Try  again. 
(Slowly.)  One,  two,  three 
four,  five  .  .  . 

STUDENT.  Two,  three,  four,  five, 
one  .  .  .? 

TEACHER. 


That's  a  little  better. 


Repeat  again:  one,  two, 

three,  four,  five  .  .  . 
STUDENT,.  Two,  four,  one,  five 

three  .  .  . 
TEACHER.  Now  you're  getting  it. 

One,  two,  three,  four,  five, 

six,  seven,  eight,  nine,  ten. 
STUDENT.  Two,  four,  eight,  seven, 

one,  six,  ten,  five,  three 

nine. 
TEACHER.  Good.  Repeat. 
STUDENT.   (Closes  eyelids.)  Two, 

four,  eight,  seven,  one,  six, 

ten,  five,  three,  nine.   (Opens 

eyelids . ) 
TEACHER.  Perfect.  Do  you  have  any 

questions  about  counting? 

(The  1st  STUDENT  shakes  his 

head  sideways . )   Good!  Now, 

addition!   (Erases 

chalkboard  and  writes  1  + 

1. )  One  plus  one  equals  .  .  .? 
STUDENT.   Three? 
TEACHER.  Right.   (Writes  2+2.) 

Two  plus  two  .  .  .? 
STUDENT.  One? 
TEACHER.       Very  good.  Seven 

plus  red  .  .  . ? 
Student.   (Positively.)  Lemon 

pea!  ' 

(continued) 
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The  Lesson,  continued 


TEACHER.  Oh  excellent,  Elizabeth! 
Lateral  thinking!  Not  many 
students  your  age  know  how  to 
think  laterally.  I  am  so 
pleased.   (Erases  chalkboard. ) 
Do  you  have  any  questions? 

STUDENT.  Is  the  world  round? 

TEACHER.  I  meant  about  addition. 

student.  But  is  it? 

(The  TEACHERS  crosses  to  the  podium 
flips  through  a  thick  stack  of  papers 
\  and  looks  up.) 


Teacher, 
student. 

1-lACHER  . 

^STUDENT. 

TEACHER. 


It  isn't  important. 
Not  important? 
I'm  sorry. 
But  I  want  to  know. 
Really,  it  isn't 


/    important  .  .  . 
STUDENT .   (Accusingly . ) 
tell  me. 


You  won't 


lEACRER . 

STUDENT. 

-'xLACHER . 

FT^DENT. 


No,  that's  not  it. 

You  think  I'm  too  little 

No,  no  .  .  . 

(Near  tears.)  Please 


tell  me. 


TEACHER . 
STUDENT. 


I  don't  know! 


(StunnedT) You  .  .  .you 
don't  know!? 

TEACHER.   Apologetically,  flipping 
through  the  pages  again. )  It 
isn't  in  the  lesson  plan  .  .  . 

STUDENT.   Oh  .  .  . 

(A  bell  rings.  The  1st  STUDENT 

starts  to  rise. ) 

TEACHER.   Sit  down.  The  bell  does 
not  dismiss  you.  The  teacher 

s    dismisses  you.  Remember  that! 

STUDENT..  Yes,  ma'am.   (Sits  down.) 

TEACHER.  Oh  dear,  we're  not  quite 
finished.   (Moves  back  to  the 
chalkboard  and  writes:  2-1.) 
Quickly  now,  subtraction.  Two 
take  away  one  equals  .  .  .? 

STUDENT.  Seven. 

^TEACHER.   (Speaking  rapidly,  not  wri- 
ing  on  chalkboard. )  Ten  minus 
three? 

STUDENT.  Six  thousand,  three  hundred 
and  eleven. 

TEACHER.  Very  good.   Eight  minus 
quirst? 


STUDENT.  Antelope. 

TEACHER.   (Erases  chalkboard,  puts 
down  chalk,  and  then  hurries 
to  the  podium.)  Marvelous! 
You  have  completed  the  assign- 
ed course  of  study,  Elizabeth. 
You  are  promoted  .  .  .  (Takes 
a  large  gol,d  st,ar  about  eight 
inches  across  from  the  shelf 
of  the  podium,  crosses  to  the 
let  STUDENT,  and  presents  it 
to  him  cermoniously. )  With 
honors  I 

STUDENT.   (Rises.)  Oh,  thank  you, 
teacher. 

TEACHER.  Sit  down. 

STUDENT.   (Sits  quickly. )  Sorry  .  . 
I  forgot. 

TEACHER.  You  may  stand.   (The  1st 
STUDENT  stands;  holds  star 
awkwardly,  the  TEACHER 
shakes  his  hand.)  It's  been 
a  pleasure  having  you  as  my 
class,  Elizabeth.  Goodbye. 

STUDENT.  Thank  you,  teacher. 
(Starts  to  exit  L. ) 

TEACHER.  Wait.   (The  1st  STUDENT 
stops . )   I'd  forget  about 
being  a  teacher,  Joseph—con- 
sider other  things. 

STUDENT.   (Sadly.)  All  right. 

(The  1st  STUDENT  exits  L.  A  bell 

sounds.  The  TEACHER  turns  to  the 

stage  L.  entrance/exit,  waiting. 

The  2nd  STUDENT  enters  L. ,  carrying 

an  armload  of  books  and  an  apple. 

He  looks  around  hesitantly,  then 

walks  over  to  the  TEACHER  and  offers 

the  apple.   She  takes  it  and  he 
goss  to  the  desk  and  sits  down.) 

TEACHER.  Is  it  time  to  begin? 

(Crosses  to  the  podium  Puts 
the  apple  on  the  shelf,  and  re- 
turns to  the  chalkboard. ) 

2nd  STUDENT.  Yes,  it  is  time  to 
begin. 

TEACHER.   Good,  let's  begin. 

(Writes:   ABCDEFGon  the 
chalkboard.)     B,   C,  G,  F,  A, 
D    .    .    . 

2nd  STUDENT.   A,   38,   C,  D,   E,  F,  G    .    . 

TEACHER .   Perfect ! 


*#*##### 


John  Stobart 


TAKING  TURNS 


Why--all  at  once — can  I,  do  I,  almost 

Take  myself  seriously? 

I  had  thought  I  was  beyond  all  that. 

Humility  and  pride  are  taking  turns 

Turning  me  about.   Is  it  my  turn? 

Maybe  having  a  turn 

Is  the  really  marvelous 


Kick  about  childhood. 
Maybe  despair  comes 
With  the  gradual  dawning: 
No  matter  how  many 
Grounders  and  fly  balls 
I  catch 
I  never  get  to  bat. 
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John  Stobart 


I  STRESS  TEST 

i 

I  Walking  the  treadmill 

i  A  high-t«ch  Sissyphus 

\  looking  for  hairline  cracks 

'itn  his  heart  of  he-arts, 

•%"Vie  man  trudges  on, 

"burdened  with  fears 

Broken  by  years 

uf  treading  other  mills 
,  And  hills 
\ tinder  hills 

over  hills  around 
/'Or  up  and  down 
^Seeing  no  sign  or  symptom 
\Certain  only  of  movement 

\As  an  anodyne 

For  terminal  pain, 

Aging  the  only  panacea 

In  his  stutter-stepped  cyclic 

refrain 


\> 


Nancy  Lockhart 


SEE  DICK  RUN 

xEach  morning  before  starting  to  work, 

The  machine  oiled  himself  in  strate- 
gic places. 

All  the  working  hinges 

Slathered  up  like  the  jowls  of  a  rabid 

Hands,  arms,  upper  torso — 

While  the  lightbulbs 

In  his  loins  burned  out, 

And  spider  webs 

Grew  in  his  hair. 

D~ak  feet  choked  white 

In  their  shiny  black  shoes, 

Well  insulated  from 

Tiptoeing,  dancing  and 

Come-hither  puddles. 

A  thinking  machine 

With  little  use  for  a  tongue, 
^ut  with  a  primordial  taste 

For  womanskin  and  wishbones, 

Which  he  rejected  in  favor  of 

Screwing  himself 

Into  the  ground. 

Shelbia  Chandler 

SATIN  SOFT  COMFORTER 

Satin 

Sort  comforter 

Tightly  folded  around 

luc  body  your  arms  once  held. 

Alone. 


Judy  Belfield 


DYNAMO 

Static  electric 

skin 

bristling  snaps 

my  finger  touches 

spark ; 

some  days  so  alive 

the  taste  of  skin 

electric — 

a  jolt 

and  another 

rapidfirt. 

and  another; 

I  feel  my  toes 

pushing  through  my  scalp 

I  love  this 

electric 

which  has  the  effect 

of  one  sequin 

in  moonlight 

or  stars  like  dominoes 

falling  flickering 

like  skin  in  winter 

after  walking  on  carpet 

shuffling  slippers 

crackling 


■ 


• 


Judy  Belfield 


RELEASE 
dog — 
The  scream  will  come 
when  the  last  sadness  falls 
whether  camel 's-back  straw 
or  ton-weight  brick — 
no  more  will  follow. 
The  cry, 
rending  air 

like  a  dull  blade  through  gauze 
for  endless  seconds 
embarrassing  all  the 
teachers  and  preachers  of  the  past 
with  its  egocentrism 
held  like  a  violin  note 
desperate  for  resolution: 
a  wild  entreaty 
in  a  soundproofed  room, 
the  pitch  of  anger 
having  no  escape 
echoing  back  to  the  source, 
compounding  itself 
into  cacophonous  chaos 
and  then 
inevitable 
collapse. 
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Ted  Thompson 
SWAN  SONG 


1.  Birth-rite 

s 

Jumping  Jupiter! 
In  the  sixties 

.  America  played  Leda, 
Swelled  with  her  potentiality, 
Craved  pickles  and  perfection. 
Laboring  into  the  seventies, 
America  contracted  upon  herself 
And  laid  two  rotten  eggs, 
The  stillbirth  of  fulfillment. 

-  Leaving  for  the  eighties 

/Broken  shells  and 
Post-partum  blues. 
No  birth  of  heroes, 
Nor  beauty, 

\|For  treachery  for  that  matter — 
Even  treachery  demands  commitment. 


Nancy  Lockhart 

DRY  DADDY 

You  were  a  dry  daddy 

Like  the  dust  from 

What  you  was  made. 

I  felt  you  fade 

Before  I  was  grow'd 

You  maybe  never  know'd 

I  had  a  mean  thirst  for  you 

When  I  was  young. 

All  I  could  do  was 

Suck  my  thumb, 

But  nothin' 

Never  come. 

John  Stobart 


2.   Secundines 
Menelaos  joined  the  Moonies  and  hangs  out 


BLAND? 


at  airports, 
Tearing  Agamemnon  alone  in  their 

gay  condominium. 
P^ris,  we  hear,  lectures  on  aesthetics 

at  Cal  Polytechnic — 
A  snap  course,  they  say — no  one  buys 

the  book. 
After  Hector  was  committed  to  Lexington  I  tell  myself  this, 


Life  is  neither  scotch  nor  bourbon. 
No  matter  the  bond  nor  label  nor 

year. 
Indeed,  it's  both  Kool-Aid  and 

Cointreau, 
Hawaiian  Punch  and  Mother's  milk, 
Saccharin,  sour,  smooth  and  chunky. 


Ajax,  bankrupt,  closed  their  video 
arcade, 

But  further  down  the  mall, 

Achilles  is  still  selling  counter- 
feit Nikes  to  middle-aged 
jocks. 
.  Cashiered  from  the  CIA,  Odysseus  eats 
his  TV  dinner  and 

Watches  the  game-of-the-week;  mean- 
while 

Penelope  runs  off  to  Reno 

With  a  friendly  importer  of  Korean 
polyesters. 

And  somewhere  at  the  heart  of  the 
country 

ALd  old  blind  man, 

Waiting  in  the  welfare  office  for  his 
number  to  be  called, 

Whimpers  inarticulately. 


Which,  everyone  knows, 

I  see  and  sort  of  understand 

Quantums  and  relativities 

Trivials  and  Tom  Terrifies, 

Sweet Tarts  in  abundizma. 

But  there  come  these  times, 

Sometimes  lasting  for  days, 

When  nothing  is  wrong — 

Just  everything — 

And  man's  infinite  grace 

And  diversity 

Have  all  the  sparkle,  gravity, 

Substance  and  charm 

Of  a  five-alarm  on  Xmas  Eve. 


#****#*» 


Shelbia  Chandler 

CIGARETTE  BUTTS: 

LIPSTICK-COATED  GLASSES 
Cigarette  butts,  lipstick-coated 

glasses, 
Spilled  beer  and  crumpled  paper. 
A  strong  stench  of  urine 
Mingles  with  half-cleaned  vomit. 
A .drunk  feels  up  a  whore 
.While  transvestites  watch  like  spiders, 
/nnncera  exaggerate  coupling  gestures 


as  the  jukebox  reaches 

a  frantic  recorded  orgasm. 

I  stand  apart 

watching  th."1  action 

I  wonder 

Wh.Tt  the  hell  I  'm  doing  here 


/ 


******** 
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Nancy  Lockhart 


John  Stobart 


GO  BACK  TO  YOUR  LITTLE  ROOM 


DRINKING  A  CUP  OF  KAVA 


Go  back  to  your  little  room 

-o-pf  the  kitchen 

In  the  house  of  your  father 

Tii   hallway  of  a  room 

Where  you  kept  your  slippers 

Under  the  bed. 

The  room  with  .a  closet  of 

White  shirts,  black  shoes,  and 
An   umbrella. 
/  The  room  with  no  mirror.. 

Just  a  dimestore  picture  of 

An  antique  car  that  your 

Mother  picked  out. 

Go  back  to  vour  creaky  single 

Bed  with  its  faded  spread, 

And  remember 

That  I  was  the  one 

Who  brought  color  to  your 
"Life 

The  night  I  bled  on  your 
^attress.  ■•• 


/ 


*#**#**# 


Shelbia  Chandler 


I  KNOW  I  SHOULD  FORGET  YOU 


I  know  I  should  forget  you,  in  my  way 
Of  knowing,  without  r2ason  or  a  word 
And  so  I  will,  before  tomorrows  day 
Opens  an  eye  to  watch  an  early  bird 
Hon  to  an  aspen  bough  and  sing  at  dawn. 
Before  a  morning  world  sits  up  in  bed 
Groggy  with  sleep,  to  toss  its  head  and  yawn 
And  stretch  and  watch  the  awesome  sky  run  red. 


Drinking  a  cup  of  Kava, 

I  think, 

"Sorrow  Floats" 

And  smile, 

Savoring  the  somes ay-too-schmaltzy 

After-taste 

Of  Hotel  New  Hampshire. 

There's  certainly  a  saltine 

Or  two  crumbling  there, 

Maybe  a  Salinger  too. 

But,  then,  all  the  furniture 

In  this  hotel  is  bolted  down 

And  Irving  tells  us  internationally 

That  even  the  Arbuthnot  By  The  Sea 

Requires  a  smart  bear'  and 

That  State  of  Maine  in  all  his1 

glory 
Just  will  not  do 

And  even  Freud  can't  use  a  Louis- 
ville 
Slugger  to  destroy  the  demons  .  • 
He  has  raised,  though  he  strikes   - 
Out  nobly. 

And  Irving' s  rape 

Of  contention 

Ala  tour-de-force 

Explicit  incest 

Floats  so  more  sorrow 

Drowns  another  Egg 

And  schoes  Mother's 

Always  sweet  trips  to  Suite  U3 

Bitterly-nifty. 


V 


##**##** 


B.  E.  Stewart 


Now  though,  it's  midnight,  and  the  moonlit  trees 

Move  in  the  shadows  sighing  as  they  lie  .  . 

Warm  in  the  right  wind's  arms  REMORSE 

The  breeze  moves  my  curtains  and  my 

thoughts  must  fly  Coursing  darkness 

Back  to  you.   I  know  I  should  forget    stains  the  tranquil  waters  of  my  mind. 
"And  so  I  will,  but  not  tonight — not  yet.  .   Bestirs  the  silted  depths, 

to  waken  comatose  phantasms 
********  of  decaying  yesterdays. 

Vestiges  of  malicious  pretent 

that  pierce  my  mind 
with  jagged  knives  of  sorrow,    .  •  ...  ... 

-30-  leave  only  hollow  thoughts  . 

to  discordantly  vibrate 

as  the  husk  of  long  dead 
reality, 
crumbles . 


I  was;  am;  nomore, 


/ 


/ 


r 
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John  Stobart 


MOVING  IN  CIRCLE 


HYPOCRISY 


traveling  on  this  earth  ship 
moving  around  the  sun 
all  in  all  this  worlds  too  small 
to  hold  everyone 

a  prisoner  of  power 

wants  to  build  the  highest  tower 

he'll  take  anything  he  can 

to  get  it 

when  life  looses  meaning 
from  irrational  thinking 
it  causes  the  ship 
t:  start  sinking 

.around  the  sun  around  the  sun 
we  never  get  anywhere 
any  how  look  at  it  now 
it ' s  easy  to  compare 


pelf  destruction  is  near 
-this  is  what  I  fear 
/ 

******** 


Nancy  Lockhart 


Approaching  fifty  . 
The  shady  side  of  the  hill, 
According  to  masters  of  under- 
statement, 
I  find  myself, 

Unintentionally  and  unpredictably, 
Ashamedly , 

Preoccupied  with  death. 
Sent  iment  ali ty 
Chokes  me 
With  flashbacks 
To  -persons  places,  and  things 
That  are  long  gone, 
That  maybe  never  were. 
I  almost  cry 

Maybe  sob  once,  out  loud 
Or  bruise  my  throat 
With  implosive  bathos 
That  would  make  me  laugh 
If  it  didn't  hurt  so  bad 
Or  didn't  return  so  often, 
Having  left  somehow 
Without  my  knowing. 
Maybe  dying  occurs 
Somewhere  in  there 
Slipping  through  a  crack, 
Between  now  and  then,  or  here  or 

there . 
Maybe  it's  already  started. 


SAFE  BED 


******** 


This,  our  safe  bed, 
Where  no  one  will  intrude. 
These  stiff  and  yellow  marks  of  us, 
Our  hairs,  black  Kknots  &  blonde, 
Our  cells,  our  nails,  our  wrinkles 
Made  new  from  time  to  time. 
The  chance  to  be  a  bride,  a  groom 
Another  night. 
But  what  of  the  invader 
Whose  stains  leave  Rohrschaehs? 
A  skin  shed  like  a  snake's 
Between  the  folds. 
A  different  odor 
Mingled  in  our  sheets 
Whose  unfamiliar  mouth 
Slavers  on  the  pillow, 
Whose  body  reforms  the 
H' "Mow  of  the  mattress, 
A   stranger  come  between  us 
'  Through  a  dream 
Then  through  a  door 
Ard  what  we  were 
Can  be  no  more. 


Johnna  Franklin 


LOVE  ON  WO  WHEELS 

I  wonder  how  many  times 

people  have  asked  what  love  is. 

When  I  was  five  love  was 

my  brand  new  bicycle 

with  training  wheels. 

And  when  I  was  fifteen 
love  was  the  cute  boy 
who  moved  in  next  door. 

But  now  I'm  twenty-five 
and  love  hasn't  been  kind. 
So  love  is  back  to  being 
my  brand  new  bicycle. 

But  this  one  doesn't  have  training 
wheels. 


******** 


******** 


S 
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